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THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE 



FRAGMENT A 

Many men seyn that in sweveninges 
Ther nis but tahlea and lesinges ; 
But men may somme swevenes seeu^ 
Which hardely ne felse been, 
But afterward ben apparaunte. 
This may I drawe to waraunte 
An authour, that hight Macrobes, 
That halt not dremes false ne lees. 
But undoth us the avisioun 
That whylom mette king Cipioun. 

And who-so sa3rth, or weneth it be 
A jape, or elles a nycetee 
To wene that dremes after fiille. 
Let who-so liste a fool me calle. 
For this trowe I, and say for me. 
That dremes signifiaunce be 
Of good and harme to many wightes. 
That dremen in her slepe arnightes 
Ful many thinges covertly. 
That fidlen after al openly. 

The Dream 

Within my twenty yere of age. 
Whan that Love taketh his corage 
Of yonge folk, I wente sone 
To oedde, as I was wont to done. 
And fiist I sleep ; and in sleping, 
3 
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Aie mette swicbe a swevening, 
Tivat lykede me wonders wel ; 
But in that BWf^veti is uever a del 
That it nis afterward betalle, 
Right as this dreeni woi telle us aUe. 
Now this dreem wol I ryme ariglitj 
To make your liertes ga-yo and light ; 
For Lov^e it prayeth, and also 
Cotnniamideth me that it be so. 
And if ther any aske me, 
WTiether that it bo he or she^ 
How that this book tlie which is here 
Shall bote J that 1 rede you here ; 
It is the llemance of the Rose, 
In which al the art of love I close. 

The mater fair ie of to make ; 
God ffraunte in ^ree tliat she it take 
For whom that it be^oniieii ia I 
And that is she that hathj y-wis^ 
So modiel prys ; and tlier-to she 
So worthy is hi loved be. 
That she wel ougfhte> of prys and rigbt. 
Be cleped Rose of every wight. 

That it was May me tbouglite tho^ 
It is fyve ye re or more &^q ; 
That it was May, tbus dremed me^ 
In tyme of love and jolitcej 
Tliat al thmg* f^innetb waxen gay. 
For ther is neither busk nor hay 
In May, that it nil shrouded heen^ 
And it with newe leves wreeu. 
These wodea eek recoveren grene. 
That drye in winter been to sene I 
And tb' ertlie wexetb proud witballe^ 
For swote dewes that on it falle, 
And al the pore estat forget 
In which that winter badde it iet ; 
And than hicometb the ground so protid 
Tliat it wol have a newe shroud. 
And maketh so <|ueyiit kli robe and fayr 
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That it hath hewes an hundred payr 
Of gras and floures^ inde and pers. 
And many hewes ful dyvers : 
That is the robe I mene^ y-wis. 
Through which the ground to preisen is. 

The briddes^ that han left hir song^ 
Whyl they han suffred cold so strong 
In wedres grille^ and derk to sighte^ 
Ben in May^ for the sonne brignte^ 
So glade^ that they shewe in sing^ng^ 
That in hir herte is swich lyking^ 
That they mote singen and be light. 
Than doth the nightingale hir might 
To make noyse^ and singen bljrthe. 
Than is blisful^ many a sythe^ 
The chelaundre and the papingay. 
Than yonge folk entenden ay 
For to ben gay and amorous^ 
The tyme is than so savorous. 
Hard is his herte that loveth nought 
In May^ whan al this mirth is wrought ; 
Whan he may on these braunches here 
The smale briddes singen clere 
Hir blisful swete song pitous ; 
And in this sesoun delitous^ 
Whan love affrayeth alle things 
Me thoughte a-night, in my sleping^ 
Right in my bed^ ful redily^ 
That it was by the morowe erly^ 
And up I roos^ and gan me clothe ; 
Anoon I wissh myn hondes bothe ; 
A sylvre nedle forth I drogh 
Out of an aguiler queynt y-nogh^ 
And gan this nedle threde anon ; 
For out of toun me list to gon 
The sowne of briddes for to here^ 
That on thise busshes singen clere. 
And in the swete sesoun that leef is^ 
With a threde basting my slevis, 
Aloon I wente in my playing^ 
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The smale foules song harkning ; 
That peyned hem ful many a payre 
To singe on bowes blosmed fayre. 
Jolif and gay^ ful of gladnesse^ 
Toward a river I gan me dresse^ 
That I herde renne faste by ; 
For fairer playing non saugh I 
Than playen me by that riveer. 
For from an hille that stood ther neer 
Cam doun the streem ful stif and bold. 
Cleer was the water, and as cold 
As any welle is, sooth to seyne ; 
And somdel lasse it was than Seine, 
But it was straighter wel away. 
And never saugh I, er that day. 
The water that so wel lyked me ; 
And wonder glad was I to see 
That lusty place, and that riveer ; 
And with that water that ran so cleer 
My face I wissh. Tho saugh I wel 
The botme paved everydel 
With gravel, ful of stones shene. 
The medewe softe, swote, and grene. 
Beet right on the water-syde. 
Ful cleer was than the morow-tyde. 
And ful attempre, out of drede. 
Tho gan I walke through the mede, 
Dounward ay in my pleying. 
The river-syde costeying. 

The Garden 
And whan I had a whyle goon, 
I saugh a Gardin right anoon, 
Ful lon^ and brood, and everydel 
Enclos it was, and walled wel. 
With hye walles embatailled. 
Portrayed without, and wel entailled 
With many riche portraitures ; 
And bothe images and peyntures 
Gan I biholde bisily. 
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And I wol telle you, redily. 

Of thilke images the semblaunce. 

As fer as I have remembraunce. 

Hate 
A-midde saugh I Hate stonde. 
That for hir wrathe, ire, and oude, 
Semed to been a moveresse, 
\ An angry wight, a chideresse ; 
And ful of gyle, and fel corage. 
By semblaunt was that ilke image. 
And she was no-thing wel arrayed. 
But lyk a wood womman afrayed ; 
Y-frounced foule was hir visage. 
And grenning for dispitous rage ; 
Hir nose snorted up for tene. 
Ful hidous was she for to sene, 
Ful foul and rusty was she, this. 
Hir heed y-writhen was, y-wis, 
Ful grimly with a greet towayle. 

Felonyb 
An image of another entayle, 
A lift hal^ was hir iaste by : 
Hir name above hir heed saugh I, 
And she was called Felonye. 

ViLANYE 

Another image, that Vilanyb 
Y-cleped was, saugh I and fond 
Upon the walle on hir right bond. 
Vuanye was lyk somdel 
That other image ; and, trusteth wel, 
She semed a wikked creature. 
By countenaunce, in portrayture, 
Sbe semed be ful despitous. 
And eek ful proud and outrageous. 
Wel coude he peynte, I undertake. 
That swiche image coude make. 
Ful foul and cherlish semed she. 
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And eek vikjiious for to be^ 
And litel eoude of norture. 
To worshipe aoy creature. 

COVEITYBE 

And next wnn peynted Coveitybe, 
That eg^gotli folk, iu manj gysGf 
To take and yeve right nought ageyn. 
And grete tresours up to leyn. 
And that is she that for nstire 
Leiieth to many a creature 
The lasse for the more winning. 
So coveitons is her brenning-. 
And tliat is she, for penyes fele. 
That techeth for to rob be and stele 
These theves, and the^ smale harlotes ; 
And that is routhe^ for by hir tlirotes 
Ful many oon hangeth at the laste. 
She maketh folk compasse aad caste 
To taken other folkei thing, 
Tlirongh robberie, or* misconntizi^. 
And that is she that maketh trechoures ; 
And she that maketh false pled our es. 
That with hir terra es and hir domes 
Doon maydensj children, and eek gromea \ 
Hir heritage to forgo* 
Ful croked were hir hondes two ; 
For Coveityse m erer wood 
To grypen other folkes good. 
Coveityse^ for hir winning, 
Ful leef hath other menues thing. 

Ayamicie 

Another imtige set saugli I 
Nei£t Coveityse faste by, 
And she was cleped Avarich. 
Ful foul in peyntitig was that vice ; 
Ful sad and caytif was she eek, 
And al-eo grene as any leek. 
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So yvel hewed was hir colour, 

Hir semed have lived in langour. 

She was lyk thing for hungre deed. 

That ladde hir lyf only by breed 

Kneden with eisel strong and egre ; 

And therto she was lene and megre. 

And she was clad ful povrely, 

Al in an old torn courtepy. 

As she were al with dogges torn ; 

And bothe bihinde and eek biforu 

Clouted was she beggarly. 

A mantel heng hir faste by, 

Upon a perche, weyke and smalle ; 

A burnet cote heng therwithalle. 

Furred with no menivere. 

But with a furre rough of here. 

Of lambe-skinnes bevy and blake ; 

It was ful old, I undertake. 

For Avarice to clothe hir wel 

Ne hasteth hir, never a del ; 

For certeynly it were hir loth 

To weren ofte that ilke cloth ; 

And if it were forwered, she 

Wolde have ful greet necessitee 

Of clothing, er she boughte hir newe, 

Al were it bad of wolle and hewe. 

This Avarice held in hir hande 

A purs, that heng douu by a bande ; 

And that she hidde and bond so stronge. 

Men must abyde wonder longe 

Out of that purs er ther come ought, 

For that ne cometh not in hir thought ; 

It was not, certein, hir entente 

That fro that purs a peny wente. 

Envyb 

And by that image, nygh y-nough. 
Was yeynt Envyb, that never lough. 
Nor never wel in herte ferde 
But-if she outher saugh or herde 
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Som greet miscliaunce^ or greet disese. 

No-thing may so moch hir plese 

As mischef and misaventure ; 

Or wHan she seeth discomfiture 

On any worthy man to &lle. 

Than lyketh hir ful wel withalle. 

She is ful glad in hir corage^ 

If she see any greet linage 

Be brought to nought in shamful wyse. 

And if a man in honour ryse^ 

Or by his witte, or by prowesse^ 

Of that hath she gret hevinesse ; 

For^ trusteth wel^ she goth nigh wood 

When any chaunce happeth good. 

Envye is of swich crueltee. 

That feith ne trouthe holdeth she 

To freend ne felawe^ bad or good. 

Ne she hath kin noon of hir bloody 

That she nis ful hir enemy ; 

She nolde^ I dar seyn hardely^ 

Hir owne fader ferae wel. 

And sore abyeth she everydel 

Hir malice^ and hir maltalent : 

For she is in so greet turmeut 

And hath such wo, whan folk doth good. 

That nigh she melteth for pure wocwi ; 

Hir herte kerveth and to-breketh 

That god the peple wel awreketh. 

Envye, y-wis, shal never lette 

Som blame upon the folk to sette. 

I trowe that if Envye, y-wis, 

Knewe the beste man tnat is 

On this syde or biyond the see, 

Yit somwhat lakken him wolde she. 

And if he were so hende and wys. 

That she ne mighte al abate his prys, 

Yit wolde she blame his worthinesse. 

Or by hir wordes make it lesse. 

I saugh Envye, in that peynting, 

Hadde a wonderful loking ; 
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For she ne loked but awry^ 

Or overthwart, al bagging^ly. 

And she hadde eek a foul usage ; 

She mighte loke in no visage 

Of man or womman forth-right pleyn. 

But shette oon ye for disdeyn ; 

So for envye brenned she 

Whan she mighte any man y-see. 

That fair, or worthy were, or wys, 

Or elles stood in folkes prys. 

SOROWB 

SoROWE was peynted next Envye 
Upon that walle of masonrye. 
But wel was seen in hir colour 
That she hadde lived in langour ; 
Hir semed have the Jaunvce. 
Nought half so pale was Avaryce, 
Nor no-thing lyk, as of lenesse ; 
For sorowe, thought, and greet distresse. 
That she hadde suffred day and night 
Made hir ful yelwe, and no-thing bright, 
Ful fade, pale, and megre also. 
Was never wight yit half so wo 
As that hir semed for to be. 
Nor so fulfilled of ire as she. 
I trowe that no wight mighte hir plese. 
Nor do that thing that mighte hir ese ; 
Nor she ne wolde hir sorowe slake. 
Nor comfort noon unto hir take ; 
So depe was hir wo bigonnen. 
And eek hir herte in angre ronnen, 
A sorowful thuig wel semed she. 
Nor she hadde no-thing slowe be 
For to forcracchen al hir face. 
And for to rende in many place 
Hir clothes, and for to tere hir swire. 
And she that was fulfilled of ire ; 
And al to-torn lay eek hir here 
Aboute hir shuldres, here and there, 
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Ab sbe tbat liadi^e it al to-reat 
Por sD^re and for maltaleDt* 
And eek I telle you certeynly 
How tiiat slie weep ful tenderly, 
la world nis wt^bt to hard of herte 
That hadde seen hir eorowes amerte, 
Tljat iiolde have Jmd of hir piteej 
So wo-bj^oon a thing was she. 
She al to-dasshte hir-self for wo. 
And smoat togider hir handes two. 
To sorwe was elie ful enteutyf. 
That woful recchelecB caityf ; 
Hir ronghte litel of pi eying. 
Or of clipping' or of kissing ; 
For who-so sorweful is in herte 
Him liste not to pleye ne stertej 
Nor for to daunien, ne to singe, 
Ne may 111 B herte in temper bringe 
To make joye on even or morowe ; 
For joye is contraire unto sorowe* 

Eloe 
Elde was peynted after tliiu. 
That shorter was a foot^ y-wis. 
Than she was wont in her yotigliede, 
Unnethe hir^elf she mighte fede ; 
So feble and eek &o old was she 
Tliflt faded was al bir beautee* 
Ful salowe was waxen bir colour, 
Hir heed for-boor was, wbyt as flour. 
Y-wis^ gret qualm ne were it noon, 
Ne sinnej although bir lyf were gon, 
Al woxen was hir body unwelde^ 
And drye, and dwynea al for elde. 
A foul ibrwelked thing was she 
That whylom round and softe had be. 
Hir eres shoken fast withalle. 
As from her heed they wolde falle. 
Hir face frounced and forpyned. 
And botbe bir hondea lorn, fordwyned* 
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So old she was that she ne wente 
A foot, but it were by potente. 

Time 
The Tyme, that passeth night and day. 
And restelees travayleth ay. 
And steleth from us so prively. 
That to us semeth sikerly 
That it in oon point dwelleth ever. 
And certes, it ue resteth never. 
But goth so faste, and passeth ay. 
That ther nis man that thinke may 
WTiat tyme that now present is : 
Asketh at these clerkes this ; 
For er men thinke it redily. 
Three t3rmes been y-passed by. 
The t3rme, that may not sojourne. 
But goth, and never may retoume. 
As water that doun renneth ay. 
But never drope retourne may ; 
Ther may no-thing as tyme endure, 
Metal, nor erthelv creature ; 
For alle thing it fret, and shal : 
The tyme eek, that chaungeth al. 
And al doth waxe and fostred be. 
And alle thing distroyeth he : 
The tyme, that eldeth our auncessours 
And eldeth kinges and emperours. 
And that us alle shal overcomen 
Er that deeth us shal have nomen : 
The t3rme, that hath al in welde 
To elden folk, had maad hir elde 
So inly, that, to my witing. 
She mighte helpe hir-self no-thing. 
But turned ageyn unto childhede ; 
She had no-thing hir-self to lede, 
Ne wit ne pith inwith hir holde 
More than a child of two yeer olde. 
But natheles, I trowe that she 
Was fiur sumtyme, and fresh to see. 
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Whan she was in hir rightful age : 
But she was past al that passage 
And was a doted thing hicomen. 
A furred cope on had she nomen ; 
Wei had she clad hir-self and warm^ 
For cold mighte elles doon hir harm. 
These olde folk have alwey colde, 
Hir kind is swiche^ whan they hen olde. 

Pope-holy 
Another thing was doon ther write^ 
That semede lyk an ipocrite^ 
And it was cleped Pope-holt. 
That ilke is she that prively 
Ne spareth never a wikked dede. 
Whan men of hir taken non hede ; 
And maketh hir outward precious^ 
With pale visage and pitous^ 
And semeth a simple creature ; 
But ther nis no misaventure 
That she ne thenketh in hir corage. 
Ful lyk to hir was that image^ 
That maked was lyk hir semhlaunce. 
She was ful simple of countenance^ 
And she was clothed and eek shod^ 
As she were, for the love of god, 
Yolden to religioun, 
Swich semed hir devocioun. 
A sauter held she faste in honde. 
And hisily she gan to fonde 
To make many a feynt prayere 
To god, and to his 8e3mtes dere. 
Ne she was gay, fresh, ne jolyf. 
But semed be ful entent}rf 
To gode werkes, and to &ire. 
And therto she had on an haire. 
Ne certes, she was fat no-thing. 
But semed wery for &sting ; 
Of colour pale and deed was she. 
From hir the gate shal werned be 
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Of paradys^ that blisful place ; 

For swicn folk maketh leue hir face^ 

As Crist seith in his evangyle^ 

To gete hem prys in toun a whyle ; 

And for a litel glorie veine 

They lesen god and eek his reine. 

POVERT 

And alderlast of everichoon. 
Was peynted Povert al aloon^ 
That not a peny hadde in wolde, 
Al-though uiat she hir clothes solde^ 
And though she shulde anhonged be ; 
For naked as a worm was she. 
And if the weder stormy were. 
For colde she shulde have deyed there. 
She nadde on but a streit old sak. 
And many a clout on it ther stak ; 
This was hir cote and hir mantel. 
No more was there, never a del. 
To clothe her with ; I undertake, 
Gret leyser hadde she to quake. 
And she was put, that I of talke, 
Fer fro these other, up in an halke ; 
There lurked and there coured she ; 
For povre thing, wher-so it be. 
Is shamfast, and despysed ay. 
Acursed may wel be that day. 
That povre man couceyved is ; 
For god wot, al to selde, y-wis. 
Is any povre man wel fed. 
Or wel arayed or y-cled. 
Or wel biloved, in swich wyse 
In honour that he may aryse. 

Alle these thinges, wel avysed, 
As I have you er this devysed. 
With gold and asure over alle 
Depeynted were upon the walle. 
Squar was the wal, and high somdel ; 
Enclosed^ and y-barred wel^ 
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In Btede of Hegge^ was Uiat gai'din ; 

Com never shepherde therm. 

Into that gardynj wel y-wroughtj 

Who-so that me coude have h rough tj 

By laddrcj or elles by degree j 

It wolde wel have lyked me. 

For swich solace ^ Bwich joye^ aod play^ 

I trowe that uever man ne say^ 

As in that place delitous. 

The ^ardin was not daungeroua 

To herlierwe h ridden many ooju 

So riche a yerd waa never noon 

Of briddes songe^ and bmunuhes grene^ 

Therio were briddes mo^ 1 wene, 

Than been in alle the reivme of Fraunce. 

Fiil hlisful was the accordaunce 

Of fiwete and pitoua songe they made^ 

For al this world it oughte glade. 

And I my-self so mery ferde. 

Whan I hlr blisful songes herde. 

That for an hundred pound nolda Ij — 

If that the passage openly 

Hadde been unto me free— 

That I nolde entreti for to see 

Thasi^embleej god it kepe and were i 

Of briddesj whiche therinne were^ 

That &ongenj through hir mery throtesj 

Dan noes of love, and merv notes. 

Whan 1 thus herde ibnles dnge^ 
I fel faste in a weymentiuge, 
By which art, or by what engyn 
I mighte come in that gardya ; 
But way I couthe finde noon 
Into that gardin for to goon. 
Ne nought wiste I if that ther were 
Eyther iiole or place o-whercj 
By which I mighte have entree ; 
Ne tber was noon to teclie me ; 
For I was al aloonj y-wis^ 
Ful wo and anguisious of this. 
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m atte last bithoughte I me^ 
That by no weye ne mighte it be ; 
That tner nas laddre or wey to passe^ 
Or hole^ into so fair a place. 

Tho gan I go a ful gret pas 
Envyroning even in compas 
The closing of the square wal^ 
Til that I fond a wiket smal 
So shet^ that I ne mighte in goon^ 
And other entree was ther noon. 

The Door 
Upon this dore I gan to smyte^ 
That was so fetys and so lyte ; 
For other wey coude I not seke. 
Ful long I shoof, and knokked eke. 
And stood ful long and oft herkning 
If that I herde a wight coming ; 
HI that the dore of thilke entree 
A mayden curteys opened me. 

Ydelnesse 
Hir beer was as yelowe of hewe 
As any basin scoured newe. 
Hir flesh as tendre as is a chike. 
With bente browes, smothe and slike ; 
And by mesure large were 
The opening of hir yen clere. 
Hir nose of good proporcioun, 
Hir yen greye as a faucoun. 
With swete breeth and wel savoured. 
Hir face whjrt and wel coloured. 
With Utel mouth, and round to see ; 
A clove chin eek hadde she. 
Hir nekke was of good fasoun 
In lengthe and gretnesse, by resoun, 
Withoute bleyne, scabbe, or royne. 
Fro Jerusalem into Burgoyne 
Ther nis a fairer nekke, y-wis. 
To ftle how smothe and softe it is. 
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Hir throte, al-so whjrt of hewe 

As snow on braunche snowed newe. 

Of body ful wel wrought was she ; 

Men neded not, in no cuntree, 

A fairer body for to soke. 

And of ^n orfrays had she eke 

A chapelet : so semly oon 

Ne wered never mayde upon ; . . . . 

And faire above that chapelet 

A rose gerland had she set. 

She hadde in honde a gay mirour. 

And with a riche gold tressour 

Hir heed was tressed queyntely ; 

Hir sieves sewed fetisly. 

And for to kepe hir hondes faire 

Of gloves whyte she hadde a paire. 

And she hadde on a cote of grene 

Of cloth of Gaunt ; withouten wene, 

Wel semed by hir apparayle 

She was not wont to greet travayle. 

For whan she kempt was fetisly, 

And wel arayed and richely, 

Thanne had she doon al hir joumee ; 

For mery and wel bigoon was she. 

She ladde a lusty lyf in May, 

She hadde no thought, by night ne day. 

Of no-thing, but it were oonly 

To graythe hir wel and uncouthly. 

Whan that this dore hadde opened me 
This mayden, seroely for to see, 
I thanked hir as I best mighte. 
And axede hir how that she highte. 
And what she was, I axede eke. 
And she to me was nought unmeke, 
Ne of hir answer daungerous. 
But faire answerde, and seide thus : — 
^ Lo, sir, my name is Ydelnesse ; 
So clepe men me, more and lesse. 
Ful mighty and Ail riche am I, 
And that of oon thing, namely ; 
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For I entende to no-thing 

But to my joye, and my pleying*^ 

And for to kembe and tresse me. 

Aqueynted am I^ and privee 

With Mirthe^ lord of this gardyn. 

That fro the lande Alexaudryn 

Made the trees be hider fet^ 

That in this gardin been y-set. 

And when the trees were woxen on highte^ 

This wal^ that stant here in thy sighte^ 

Dide Mirthe enclosen al aboute ; 

And these images^ al withoute^ 

He dide hem bothe entaile and peynte^ 

That neither ben jolyf ne queynte. 

But they ben fal of sorowe and wo. 

As thou hast seen a whyle ago. 

' And ofte tyme, him to solace. 
Sir Mirthe cometh into this place, 
And eek with him cometh his meynee. 
That liven in lust and jolitee. 
And now is Mirthe therin, to here 
The briddes, how they singen clere. 
The mavis and the nightingale. 
And other joly briddes smale. 
And thus he walketh to solace 
Him and his folk ; for swetter place 
To pleyen in he may not linde. 
Although he soughte oon in-til Inde. 
The alther-fairest folk to see . 
That in this world may founde be 
Hath Mirthe with him in his route. 
That folowen him alwayes aboute.' 

When Ydelnesse had told al this. 
And I hadde herkned wel, y-wis. 
Than seide I to dame Ydelnesse, 
' Now al-80 wisly god me blesse, 
Sith Mirthe, that is so feir and free. 
Is in this yerde with his me3mee. 
Fro thilke assemblee, if I may, 
Shal no man weme me to-day. 
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That I this night ne mote it sea 
Fofj wel wane 1, ther with him bo 
A fair and jolr companye 
Fiilfilled of all e curtesye/ 
And forth J without wordes mOj 
In at the wiket wente 1 tho^ 
That Ydelnesse hadde opened me^ 
Into that gardin fair to see. 

Thie Garden 
And whan I was therin^ y^-wis, 
Myn herte was ful glad of this. 
For wel wende 1 ful sikerly 
Have been in paradys erthely; 
So fair it wasj thatj trust eth wel. 
It liemed a place espiritucl. 
For certesj aa at my devya^ 
TTier is no place in paradyi 
So ^ood ia for to dwelle or he 
As in that GAiini4N'^ thou^hte me ; 
For there was many a hrid singiiifr^ 
lliroughout the yerde al thriii^ng. 
In many places were nightin^lesj 
Alpes, linches, and wodewaleSj 
That in her swete song delyten 
lo thilke place as they habytea. 
ITier tnighte men see many flokkes 
Of turtles an4 of laverokkes. 
Chalaundres fele saw I there, 
Tliat wery, itigh forsongen were. 
And th rustles^ terinsj and mavya. 
That songen for to winne hem prysj 
And eek to sdrinounte in hir song 
These other briddes hem among. 
By note made fair servyse 
These briddesj that I yon dcvy&e ; 
They songe hir song aa faire ajid wel 
As angela doon espirituel. 
And^ trustetb wel, whan I hem harddj 
Full lustily and wel I ferde ; 
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For never yit swich melodye 
Was herd of man that mighte dye. 
Swich swete song was hem among^ 
That me thoughte it no hriddes song^ 
But it was wonder lyk to he 
Song of mermaydens of the see ; 
That^ for her singing is so clere^ 
Though we mermaydens clepe hem here 
In Enfflish^ as in our usaunce. 
Men clepen hem sereyns in Fraunce. 

Ententif weren for to singe 
These hriddes that nought unkunninge 
Were of hir craft, and apprentys. 
But of hir song sotyl ana wys. 
And certes, whan 1 herde hir song. 
And saw the grene place among. 
In herte I wex so wonder gay. 
That I was never erst, er that day. 
So jolyf, nor so wel higo, 
Ne mery in herte, as I was tho. 
And than wiste I, and saw ful wel. 
That Ydelnesse me served wel. 
That me putte in swich jolitee. 
Hir freend wel oughte I for to he, 
Sith she the dore of that gardyn 
Hadde opened, and me leten in. 

From nennesforth how that I wroughte, 
I shal you tellen, as me thoughte. 
first, whereof Mirthe served there. 
And eek what folk ther with him were, 
Withoute fahle I wol descryve. 
And of that ffardin eek as hlyve 
I wol you teUeu after this. 
The faire i&soun al, y-wis. 
That wel y-wrought was for the nones, 
I may not telle you al at ones : 
But as I may and can, I shal 
By ordre teflen you it al. 

Ful £ur servyse and eek ful swete 
These hriddes maden as they sete. 
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Liayes of love, ful wel sowning 
They songen in hir jargoning ; 
Summe highe and summe eek lowe songe 
Upon the braunches grene y-spronge. 
The sweetnesse of hir melodve 
Made al myn herte in reverdye. 
And whan that I hadde herd^ I trowe^ 
These briddes singing on a rowe^ 
Than mighte I not withholde me 
That I ne wente in for to see 
Sir Mirthe ; for my desiring 
Was him to seen^ over alle things 
His countenaunce and his manere : 
That sighte was to me ful dere. 

Sib Mirthe 
Tho wente I forth on my right hond 
Doun by a litel path I fond 
Of mentes ful^ and fenel grene ; 
And faste by^ withoute wene^ 
Sir Mirthe I fond ; and right anoon 
Unto sir Mirthe gan I goon^ 
Ther-as he was, him to solace. 
And with him, in that lusty place. 
So fair folk and so fresh hadae he. 
That whan I saw, I wondred me 
Fro whennes swich folk mighte come. 
So j&ire they weren, alle and some ; 
For they were lyk, as to my sighte. 
To angels, that ben fethered brighte. 

Gladnbsse 
This folk, of which I telle you so. 
Upon a Carole wenten tho. 
A lady caroled hem, that highte 
Glapnesse, the blisful, the fighte ; 
Wel coude she singe and lustily, 
Non half so wel and semely. 
And make in song swich refreininge. 
It sat hir wonder wel to singe. 
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Hir Yois fill deer was and ful swete. 
She was nought rude ne unmete^ 
But couthe y-now of swich doing 
As longeth unto caroling : 
For she was wont in every place 
To singen firsts folk to solace ; 
For singing most she gaf hir to ; 
No craft had she so leef to do. 

Tho mightest thou caroles seen^ 
And folk ther daunce and mery been^ 
And make many a fair touming 
Upon the grene gras springing. 
Ther mightest thou see these floutours^ 
Minstrales^ and eek jogelours^ 
That wel to singe dide hir peyne. 
Somme songe songes of Loreyne ; 
For in Loreyne hir notes be 
Ful swetter than in this contree. 
Ther was many a timbestere. 
And saylours, that I dar wel swere 
Couthe hir craft ful parfitly. 
The timbres up ful sotilly 
They caste^ and henten hem ful ofte 
Upon a finger faire and softe^ 
That they ne j&yled never-mo. 
Ful fetis damiselles two^ 
Right yonge^ and fulle of semlihede^ 
In kirtles^ and non other wede^ 
And faire tressed every tresse^ 
Had Mirthe doon^ for his noblesse^ 
Amidde the carole for to daunce ; 
But her-of lyth no remembraunce^ 
How that they daunced queyntely. 
That oon wolde come al prively 
Agayn that other : and whan they were 
Togidre almost, they threwe y-fere 
Hir mouthes so, that through hir play 
It semed as they kiste alway ; 
To dauncen wel coude they the g3r8e ; 
What sholde I more to you dev3r8e } 
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Ne hede I never thennes go, 
Whylea that I s^w hem daunce so* 

CtTRTESYB 

Upon the Carole wonder f&ste 
I gan bihotde ; til atta lajjte 
A lady gan me for to espye, 
Ai>d she was cleped CitHTESYEj 
The worshipful J the deboDaire ; 
I prfty god ever fa lie hir fnire ! 
Ful curteialy she called me, 
' What do ye tliercj hean aire ? ' quod shOj 
^Come iieeFj aud if it lyke yovv 
To dauucen, dauticeth with ub now:' 
And Ij withoute tarying-, 
Wente into tlie caroling, 
1 was abosshed eever a del^ 
But it me lykede ri^ht wel 
ITiat Curtasye me tdepeil so. 
And bad me on the dan nee go. 
For if I hadde durst, certeyn 
I wolde have caroled right f»vn^ 
As man that was to daunce blythe. 
Than guti I loken ofte sythe 
The Bhapt the bodicBj and the chere8| 
llie countenaunce and the maneres 
Of alle the folk that dauuced there. 
And 1 ahal telle what they were. 

Mirths 

Ful fair waa Mirtlie^ ful long and high ; 
A fairer man I never sigh. 
Ab round aa appel was his face^ 
Ful rody and whyt in every place. 
Fetye he was and wel beieye^ 
With metely mouth and yen greye ; 
His nose by meaure wrought ful riglit ; 
Crisp was bis beer, and eek ful bright* 
Hia shuldres of a larije hrede, 
And imtili^h in the girdHstede. 
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He semed lyk a portreiture^ 
So noble he was of his stature^ 
So fiiir, so joly, and so fetys. 
With limes wrought at poynt devys. 
Deliver^ smert^ and of gret might ; 
Ne sawe thou never man so light. 
Of berde unnethe hadde he no-things 
For it was in the firste spring. 
Ful yong he was, and mery of thought. 
And in samjrt, with briddes wrought. 
And with gold beten fetisly, 
His body was clad ful richely. 
Wrought was his robe in straunge gyse. 
And al to-slitered for queyntyse 
In many a place, lowe and bye. 
And shod he was with greet maistrye. 
With shoon decoped, and with laas 
By druerye, and by solas, 
His leef a rosen chapelet 
Had maad, and on his heed it set. 
And wite ye who was his leef? 

Gladnesse 
Dame Gladxes ther was him so leef. 
That singeth so wel with glad corage. 
That from she was twelve yeer of age. 
She of hir love graunt him made. 
Sir Mirthe hir by the finger hadde 
In daunsing, and she him also ; 
Gret love was atwixe hem two. 
Bothe were they faire and brighte of hewe ; 
She semede lyk a rose newe 
Of colour, and hir flesh so tend re. 
That with a brere smale and slendre 
Men mighte it cleve, I dar wel sayn. 
Hir forheed, frounceles al playn. 
Bente were hir browes two, 
Hir yen greye, and gladde also. 
That laughede ay in hir semblaunt. 
First or uie mouth, by covenaunt 
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I ooot what of liir uoae descryve ; 

So fair hath no worn man alyi^e .... 

Hir heer was yelawe, and cleer shyning, 

I wot no lady so lykirig, 

Of or frays fresh was hir ^erland ; 

ly whkhe seen have a thousaDd, 

Sawgh uever, y-wia, no gerlond yitj 

So wel y-wrought of silk as it* 

And in an over-gilt samyt 

Clad she was^ hy gret delyt. 

Of which hir leef a robe werde. 

The nayrier sha in herte ferde. 

And neitt liir wente^ on hir other fiyde. 
The god of Love, that can devyde 
Love, as him lyketh it to lie. 
But he can cherles da an ten, he^ 
And maken folkes pryde fallen. 
And he can wel fcl^ese lorde^ thrallenj 
And ladies putte at lowe dei^ree. 
Whan he may hem to praude fiee. 

This God of Love of liia fasoun 
Was lyk no knave^ tie qotstraun ; 
His bean tee gretly was to pryse. 
But of his robe to devyse 
I drede en com bred for to be. 
For nought y-clad in eilk was he, 
Bui a\ in flotire^ and flourettes^ 
y-'palnted al M-^itli amorettes J 
And with loseD^es and scochounSj 
With liriddei, libardes^ and lyouns, 
And other beeates wroug-ht ful wel. 
His garnement was every del 
y-portreyd and y^wTOUgiit with floures, 
By dyvers medliag of coloures. 
Floures ther were of many gy»^ 
V^set hy compas in ai§gyi^ ; 
Ther lakked no iit>ur, to my dome, 
Ne nought go muche as flour of brome^ 
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Ne violete, no eek pervenke^ 

Ne flour non^ that man can on thenke ; 

And many a rose-leef ful long 

Was entermedled ther-among : 

And also on his heed was set 

Of roses rede a chapelet 

But nightingales, a ful gret route^ 

That flyen over his heed ahoute. 

The leves felden as they flyen ; 

And he was al with hriddes wryen. 

With popinjay, with nightingale, 

With chalaundre, and with wodewale. 

With finch, with lark, and with archaungel. 

He semede as he were an aungel 

That doun were com en fro heveue clere. 

SWETE-LOKING 

Love hadde with him a hachelere. 
That he made alweyes with him be ; 
SwETE-LoKiNG cleped was he. 
This hachelere stood biholding 
The daunce, and in his honde holding 
Turke bowes two hadde he. 
That oon of hem was of a tree 
That bereth a fruyt of savour wikke ; 
Ful croked was that foule stikke. 
And knotty here and there also. 
And blak as bery, or any slo. 
That other bowe was of a plante 
Without wem, I dar warante, 
Ful even, and by proporcioun 
Tretys and long, of good ^oun. 
And it was peynted wel and thwiten. 
And over-aidiapred and writen 
With ladies and with bacheleres, 
Ful lightsom and ful glad of cheres. 
These bowes two held Swete-Loking, 
That semed lyk no gadeling. 
And ten brode arowes held he there. 
Of which five in his right bond were. 
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But they were Bbaven wel and dight, 
Nokked &nd fetliered a-rif^ht ; 
And al they were with gold bigocm. 
And stroD^e poyiited everichooDj 
And shaqie for "to kerven weeL 
But ingn was ther noon ne steel ; 
For al was goldj men mighte it seej 
Out-take the fetberas and the tree. 

Beauteb 

The swiftest of tbese arowes fyve 
Out of a ho we for to dryve, 
Arid best y-fethered for to dee. 
And fairest eek^ was cleped BBAt/TEia, 

B1MFI.ESSS 
That other arowe^ that hurtetb lease, 
Was clepedj as I trowe^ SiMPi^Es&iiL 

pRAUNCHYSlt 

Tlie thridde cieped was Fraunchyse, 
That fethered wag, in noble wyse, 
With valour and with ourtesye, 

Company^ 

The fourth e was cleped CompanyiBj 

That he^''y for to sheten ia ; 
But who-so sUeteth ri^ht, y-wis. 
May therwith docrn gret barm arid wa 

Faih-^embi^unt 
The fifte of tliese^ and laste al^o, 
FAm-SuMBi^AtTNT men that arowe calle. 
The leeste grevou§ of hem alle ; 
Yit can it make a fal grot woundOj 
But lie may hope his sores soundo, 
That hurt ia with that arowe^ y-wls ; 
His wo the bet biatowed ia. 
For he may souer have gladnesie. 
His lai^our oughte be to© lesie. 
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Fyve arowes were of other gyse, 
That heen fid foule to devyse ; 
For shaft and ende, sooth to telle^ 
Were alnso hlak as feend in helle. 

Pryde 
The first of hem is called Pbyde ; 

ViLANYE 

That other arowe next him bisyde. 
It was y-cleped Vilanye ; 
That arowe was as with felonye 
Envenimed^ and with spitous blame. 

Shame 
The thridde of hem was cleped Shame. 

Wanhope 
The fourthe, Wanhope cleped is, 

Newe-Thought 
The fifte, the Newe-Thought, y-wis. 

These arowes that I speke of here. 
Were alle fyve of oon manere, 
And alle were they resemblable. 
To hem was wel sitting and able 
The foule croked bowe hidous. 
That knotty was, and al roynous. 
That bowe semede wel to shete 
These arowes fyve, that been unmete, 
Contrarie to that other fyve. 
But though I telle not as blyve 
Of hir power, ne of hir might, 
Her-after shal I tellen right 
The sothe, and eek signifiaunce. 
As fer as I have remembraunce : 
Al shal be seid, 1 undertake, 
£r of this boke an ende I make. 

Now come I to mv tale ageyn. 
But alderfirst, I wol you seyn 
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The fasoun and the countenaunces 
Of al the folk that on the daunce is. 
The God of Love, jolyf and light, 
Ladde on his honde a lady bright. 
Of high prys, and of greet degree. 

Beautee 

This lady called was Beautee, 
As was an arowe, of which I tolde. 
Ful wel y-thewed was she holde ; 
Ne she was derk ne broun, but bright. 
And cleer as is the mone-light, 
Ageyn whom alle the sterres semen 
But smale candels, as we demen. 
Hir flesh was tendre as dewe of flour, 
Hir chere was simple as byrde in hour ; 
As whyt as lilie or rose in rys 
Hir face, gentil and tretys. 
Fetys she was, and smal to see ; 
No windred browes hadde she, 
Ne popped hir, for it neded nought 
To winare hir, or to peynte hir ought 
Hir tresses yelowe and longe straughten, 
Unto hir heles doun they raughten : 
Hir nose, hir mouth, and eye and cheke 
Wel wrought, and al the remenaunt eke. 
A fill gret savour and a swote 
Me thinketh in myn herte rote. 
As helpe me god, whan I remembre 
Of the fasoun of every membre ! 
In world is noon so fair a wight ; 
For yong she was, and hewed bright, 
VFys, plesaunt, and fetys withalle, 
Gente, and in hir middel smalle. 

RiCHESSE 

Bisyde Beaute yede Richesse, 
An high lady of greet noblesse. 
And greet of prys in every place. 
But who-so durste to hir trespace, 
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Or til hir folk, in worde or dede. 

He were f ul hardy, out of drede ; 

For bothe she heipe and hiudre may : 

And that is nought of yisterday 

That riche folk have ful gret might 

To helpe, and eek to greve a wight. 

The beste and grettest of valour 

Diden Richesse ful gret honour. 

And besy weren hir to serve ; 

For that they wolde hir love deserve. 

They cleped hir ' Lady,' grete and smalle ; 

This wyde world hir dredeth alle ; 

This world is al in hir daungere. 

Hir court hath many a losengere. 

And many a trajrtour envious. 

That been fill besy and curious 

For to dispreisen, and to blame 

That best deserven love and name. 

Bifore the folk, hem to bigylen. 

These losengeres hem preyse, and smylen. 

And thus the world with word anoynten ; 

But afterward they prikke and poynten 

The folk right to the bare boon, 

Bihinde her bak whan they ben goon. 

And foule abate the folkes prys. 

Ful many a worthy man and wys. 

An hundred, have they don to dye. 

These losengeres, through flaterye ; 

And maketh folk ful straunge be, 

Ther-as hem oughte be prive. 

Wei yvel mote they thryve and thee. 

And yvel aryved mote they be. 

These losengeres, ful of envye ! 

No good man loveth hir companye. 

Richesse a robe of purpre on hadde, 
Ne trowe not that I lye or madde ; 
For in this world is noon it liche, 
Ne by a thousand deel so riche, 
Ne noon so fair ; for it ful wel 
With orfrays leyd was everydel. 
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And portrayed in the ribanin^ea 
Of dukes storlesj hihI of kinoes. 
And with a band of ^old ta^eled^ 
And knoppes fyne ot gold ameled. 
Aboute bir nekke of gentil entaile 
Was sbet tbe riche chevesaile, 
In whicli ther was ful gret plentee 
Of stones clara arid bri^^bt to $^e. 

Rychesse a iprdel badde upon, 
Tbe bokel of it was of a stoon 
Of vertu greets and mocbel of mi^ht; 
For H'ho-so bar tbe stoon so bright j 
Of venim tlmrte him no-thing dimto. 
While he the stoon had do him aboute. 
That stnon was greetly for to love. 
And til a neho mannes bihove 
Worth al tbe gold in Rome and Fry se. 
The mourdaiint, wrought in ttoble wjse. 
Was of a Btoou ful precious, 
That wag so fyn ana vertuous, 
That hool a man it coude make 
Of |>alasyej and of tooth-ake* 
And yit the stoon badde snche a grace^ 
That he was siker in every place, 
Al thilke day, not blind to been. 
That fasting migbte that stoon seen* 
Tbe Harris weie of gold ful fyne. 
Upon a tifisu of satyne, 
Ful hevy^ greet, and no-tbing light. 
In eve rich wm a be*auot-wight. 

Upon tbe tresses of Richessa 
Was set a cercle, for noblesse. 
Of brend gold, that ful ligbte shoon j 
So fair, trowe I, was never noon. 
But he were cunning, for the noneSj 
That coude devysen all© the stones 
That in that cercle sbewen clere ; 
It is a wonder thing to here. 
For no man coude preyse or j 
Uf hem tbe valewe or ricbesie. 
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Rubyes there were^ saphyres^ jagounces^ 
And emeraudes^ more than two ounces. 
But al bifore^ ful sotilly^ 
A fyn carboucle set saugh I. 
The stoon so cleer was and so bright^ 
That^ al-so sone as it was nighty 
Men mighte seen to go^ for nede^ 
A myle or two^ in lengthe and brede. 
Swich light tho sprang out of the stoon^ 
That Richesse wonder brighte shoon^ 
Bothe hir heed^ and al hir fieuse^ 
And eke aboute hir al the place. 

Dame Richesse on hir bond gan lede 
A yonfi^ man ful of semelihede^ 
That she best loved of any thing ; 
His lust was muche in housholding. 
In clothing was he ful fetys^ 
And lovede wel have hors of prys. 
He wende to have reproved be 
Of thefte or mordre^ if that he 
Hadde in his stable an hakeney. 
And therfore he desyred ay 
To been aqueynted with Richesse ; 
For al his purpos^ as I gesse^ 
Was for to make greet dispense^ 
Withoute weming or defence. 
And Richesse might it wel sustene^ 
And hir dispenses wel mayntene. 
And him alwey swich plentee sende 
Of golde and silver for to spende 
Withoute lakking or daungere^ 
As it were poured in a gamere. 

Largesse 
And after on the daunce wente 
Laboessb^ that sette al hir entente 
For to be honourable and free ; 
Of Alexandres kin was she ; 
Hir moste jove was, y-wis. 
Whan that she yaf, and seide ' have this.' 



THE POETICAL ll^ORKS 



Not Avarice^ the foule captyf. 
Was balf to gr^pe bo entmxtyf. 
As Larg^se is to yeve and spend e* 
And god y-nougli alwey Mr ftende^ 
So that the more she yaf awey^ 
The more, y-wis, she hadde alwey. 
Gret loos hath Larg^esse^ and gret prys I 
For bothe wys folk and unwys 
Were hoolly to hir haundou brouglit. 
So wel with yiftes hath ahe wrouglit* 
And if she hadde an euemyj 
1 trowe^ that she coude erai'tily 
Make him ful son© hir freend to be^ 
So large of yift and free was she ; 
Therfore she stood in love and grace 
Of riche a»d povre in every plojce. 
A fill gret fool is he, y^wia. 
That bothe riche and nigard is. 
A lord may have no maner vice 
lliat ipevetli mare than avarice. 
For nigard never with streiigtlie of Hond 
May wiune him greet lordship or lond. 
For freendea al to fewe hath he 
To doon hia wil perfourmed he, 
Aod who-so wol have freendes here^ 
He may not holde his tresour dere. 
For by ensample I telle tliiSj 
Right m an adamauntj y-wis. 
Can drawen to bim sotilly 
The yrerjj that is leyd thereby. 
So draweth folkes hertes, y-wiij 
Silver and gold that yeven is, 

Large^ise hudde on a robe fresshe 
Of riche porpor Sarsitiei^be. 
Wel fourmed was hir face and clere. 
And opened had she bit colere ; 
For she right there hadde in present 
Unto a lady miiiad present 
Of a gold broche^ ftil wel wrouglit. 
And certeSj it missal hir Bought i 
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For through hir smokke^ wrought with silk^ 
The flesh was seen, as whyt as milk. 
Largesse^ that worthy was and wys^ 
Held hy the honde a knight of prys^ 
Was sih to Arthour of Bretaigne. 
And that was he that har the enseigne 
Of worship^ and the gonfanoun. 
And yit he is of swich renoun. 
That men of him seye faire thinges 
Bifore harouns, erles, and king^. 
This knight was comen al newely 
Fro tourneyinge feste by ; 
Ther hadde he doon gret chivalrye 
Through his vertu and his maistrye ; 
And for the love of his lemman 
Had cast doun many a doughty man. 

Fraunchysb 
And nerfc him daunced dame Fraunchtse^ 
Arrayed in ful noble gyse. 
She was not broun ne dun of hewe^ 
But whjrt as snowe y-fallen newe. 
Hir nose was wrought at poynt devys^ 
For it was gentil and tretys ; 
With eyen gladde, and browes bente ; 
Hir beer doun to hir heles wente. 
And she was simple as dowve on tree, 
Ful debonaire of herte was she. 
She durste never seyn ne do 
But that thing that hir longed to. 
And if a man were in distresse. 
And for hir love in hevinesse, 
Hir herte wolde have ful greet pitee^ 
She was so amiable and free. 
For were a man for her bistad, 
She wolde ben right sore adrad 
That she dide over greet outrage. 
But she him holpe his harm to aswage ; 
Hir thoughte it elles a vilanye. 
And she hadde on a sukkenye^ 



Se THE POETICAL WORKS 

That not of hempen henies was ; 
So fair was noon in alle Arras, 
lAndy it was ride led fetysly I 
Ther nas nat oo poyut^ trewely, 
That it Hiis iu his right assyse. 
Ful wel y-clothed was Frauachyse ; 
For ther is no cloth sitteth b^ 
On dami&ellej tlian doth roket. 
A worn man wel more fetys is 
Li roket than in cote, y-wis. 
The whyte roketj rideled fitirej 
Bitokenedj that ful debonalre 
And Bwete waa slie that it bere. 
By Inr daunced a hauhelere ; 
I can not telle you what he highte. 
But fair he was, and of g-ood higlite^ 
Al hadde he he^ J sey no more. 
The lordea sone of Vv indesore. 

CLrBTfiSYB 

And next that daunced Ci^t^ve, 
That preised was of lowe and hye. 
For neither proud ne fool was she. 
She for to daunce called me^ 
(I pray god yeve hir right good grace 1) 
\l^ian I com first into the place, 
Bhe was not nyce, ne outrageous, 
But wyii and war, and vertuous. 
Of faire apeche^ and faire anewere ; 
Was never wight misseid of her© ; 
She bar no rancour to no wight 
Cleer hroun she wag^ and therto bright 
Of face, of body arena uul | 
I wot tm lady so plesaunt 
She were worthy for to bene 
An empereseo or crouned quene. 

And by hIr weute a knight dauncing 
Tltat worthy was and wel speking. 
And ful wel coude he doon honour. 
The knight was tair and stif in stoufi 
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And in armure a semely man^ 
And wel biloved of his lemman. 

Ydelnesse 
Fair Ydelnesse than saugh I, 
That alwey was me faste by. 
Of hir have I, withouten fayle^ 
Told yow the shap and aparayle ; 
For (as I seide) lo^ that was she 
That dide me so great bountee^ 
That she the gate of the gardin 
Undide^ and leet me passen in. 

YOUTHE 

And after daunced^ as I gesse, 
YouTHB, fulfild of lustinesse. 
That nas not yit twelve veer of age. 
With, herte wilde, and thought volage ; 
Nyce she was, but she ne mente 
Noon harm ne slight in hir entente. 
But only lust and jolitee. 
For yonge folk, wel witen ye, 
Have litel thought but on hir play. 
Hir lemman was bisyde alway. 
In swich a gyse, that he hir kiste 
At alle tymes that him liste. 
That al the daunce mighte it see ; 
They make no force of privetee ; 
For who spak of hem yvel or wel. 
They were ashamed never-a-del, 
But men mighte seen hem kisse there. 
As it two yonge douves were. 
For yong was thilke bachelere. 
Of beaute wot 1 noon his pere ; 
And he was right of swich an age 
As Youthe his leef, and swich corage. 

The lusty folk thus daunced there. 
And also other that with hem were. 
That weren alle of hir meynee ; 
Ful hende folk, and wys, and free, 
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And folk of fair portj trewely, 
Ther weren alle comunly. 

Whan I haddo eeeu the countenaunces 
Of hem that iadden thus these daunccSj 
Than had tie 1 wiJ to goo a and see 
The ^ardhi that so lykcii mej 
And loken on these faire loreres, 
On pyn^treesj cedree, and oHveres. 
llie dauncea than y-euded were ; 
For many of hem that daunced there 
Were with hir Joves went awey 
Under the trees to have hir pley* 

A, lord ] they lived lustily I 
A gret fool were he, eikerlyj 
That nolde, hia thaokesj swich lyf lede [ 
For this dar I ^eyn^ out of drede. 
That who-so mighte so wei fare^ 
For better lyf thorte him not care J 
For ther ois so good paradya 
As have a love at his devys. 

Out of that place wente I thOj 
And in that pardin gan 1 go^ 
Playing along ful menly. 
Th& God of Love ful hastely 
Unto him Swete-Loking clepte^ 
No lenger wo hie he that he kepte 
His bowe of golde^ that &hoan so bright. 
He had him bende it anon-rigbt ; 
And he ful sone it sette on eride^ 
And at a hraid he ^an it bende. 
And took him of his arowes fyve, 
Ful sharpe and redy for to dryve. 
Now god that sit in magestce 
Fro deedly woundea kepe me. 
If so be that he wol me sheta | 
For if I ^th hia arowe mete. 
It wol me g^even sorOj, y-wia 1 
But I, that no-thinp' wiste of this, 
Wecte up and doun ful many a wey. 
And he me folwed iaite alwey ; 
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But no-wher wolde I reste me. 
Til I hadde al the yerde in be. 

The gardin was, by mesuring, 
Right even and squar in compassing ; 
It was as long as it was large. 

The Trees 
Of fruyt hadde every tree his charge. 
But it were any hidous tree 
Of which ther were two or threa 
Ther were, and that wot I fid wel. 
Of pomgamettes a ful gret del ; 
That is a fra}^; ful wel to lyke. 
Namely to folk whan they ben syke 
And trees ther were, greet foisoun. 
That baren notes in hir sesoun. 
Such as men notemigges calle. 
That swote of savour been withalle. 
And alemandres greet plentee, 
flges, and many a date-tree 
Ther weren, if men hadde nede, 
Through the yerd in length and brede. 
Ther was eek wexing many a spyce. 
As clow-gelofre, and licoryce, 
Gingere, and greyn de paradys, 
Canelle, and setewale of prys. 
And many a spyce delitable. 
To eten whan men ryse fro table. 
And many hoomly trees ther were. 
That peches, coynes, and apples here, 
Medlers, ploumes, peres, chesteynes, 
Cheryse, of whiche many on &yn is. 
Notes, aleys, and bolas. 
That for to seen it was solas ; 
With many high lorer and pyn 
Was renged clene al that gardyn ; 
With cipres, and with oliveres. 
Of whicn that nigh no plente here is. 
Ther were elmes frete and stronge. 
Maples, asshe, ook, ash, planes longe. 
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Fyn ew^ popler, and lindea fkire^ 
And there trees fid many a pay re, 

WTiat fiholde 1 telle you. more of it ? 
Ther were so many trees yitj 
That 1 sholde al encombred be 
Er I had rekened every tree. 

These trees were get, that I devyse^ 
Con from another, in assyae. 
Five fedome or sixe, I trowe sa. 
Bat they were hye and ^ete also : 
And for to kepe out wel the sonne, 
The croppes were so thikke y-ronne^ 
And every braunch in other kuetj 
And fill of ^rene levea set, 
ITiat Sonne mig'hte noon descende^ 
Lest it the tendre grasses shende. 
Ther mighte men does and roes y~see. 
And of sqairels ful greet pleiitee» 
From boiigh to bough alwey leping-. 
Conies ther were also playin^j 
That comen out of hir claperes 
Of aoudry colours and manerea. 
And madeu many a turneying 
Upon tho fresBhe gras springing. 

The '^rEi.Lis 

In places saw I welt.i^s there. 
In whiche ther no frog^ges were. 
And fair in shad we was every welle I 
Hut 1 ne can the nomhre telfe 
Of stremeis gmale^ that by dev^s 
Mirthe had don come through condys. 
Of which tlie water, m renningj 
Gan make a noys?* ful lykirig". 

About the brink es of thlse welles^ 
And by the stremefl over-al elles 
Sprang up the gras, as thikke y-set 
And aofte as any veluet, 
On which men mighte his I em man leye, 
As on a feiherhed; to pleye^ 
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For th'erthe was ful sofle and swete. 
Through moisture of the welle wete 
Sprang up the sote grene gras^ 
Ab fair^ as thikke^ as mister was. 
But muche amended it the place^ 
That th'erthe was of swich a grace 
That it of floures had plente^ 
That hoth in somer and winter he. 

Ther sprang the violete al newe. 
And fresshe pervinke, riche of hewe. 
And floures yelowe, whyte, and rede ; 
Swich plent^ grew ther never in mede. 
Ful gay was al the ground^ and queynt. 
And poudred, as men had it peyut^ 
With many a fresh and sondry flour^ 
That casten up ful good savour. 

I wol not longe holde you in fahle 
Of al this gardin delitahle. 
I moot my tonge stinten nede. 
For I ne may, withouten drede. 
Naught tellen you the beautee al, 
Ne half the hountee therewithal. 

I wente on right honde and on left 
Ahoute the place ; it was not leffc, 
HI I hadde al the yerde in been. 
In the estres that men mighte seen. 
And thus whyle I wente in my pley. 
The God of Love me folowed ay. 
Right as an hunter can abyde 
The beste, til he seeth his tyde 
To shete, at good mes, to the dere. 
Whan that him nedeth go no nere. 

And so befil, I rested me 
Besyde a welle, under a tree. 
Which tree in Fraunce men call a pyn. 
But, sith the tyme of king Pepyn, 
Ne grew ther tree in mannes sighte 
So rair, ne so wel woxe in highte ; 
In al that yerde so high was noon. 
And springing in a marble-stoon 
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Had nature set, tlie sotlie to telle j 
Under that pyD-tree a welle* 
And on the border, al withoutej 
Was writeo, in tlie stone alwute, 
Lettres siDale^ that seyden thuBj 
' Here starf the faire NarcisuB,' 

Nahcisus 

Naiicisui9 was a bachalerej 
That Love had cniight in kis daimgerej 
And in his net gan him so itreyne. 
And dide him so to wepe iind pleyna^ 
That nede him miaste his lyf forg^o. 
For a fair lady_^ bight Echo, 
Him loved over any creature. 
And gan for him swich peyne eudure^ 
That on a tyme she him toldej 
That, if he hir loven nolde, 
ITiat hir behoved nedes dye, 
Ther lay non other remedye. 
Eut Datheles, for his beau tee. 
So fiera and daiiiigerous was he. 
That he uolde graunten hir asking. 
For we ping, ce for fair praying. 
And wlmn she herde him weme hir so. 
She hadde in herte bo gret wo. 
And took it in so gret dispyt, 
Tljat she J ^vithoute more respytj 
Was deed anoon. But^ er sue deyde, 
Ful pitously to god Bhe preyde. 
That proud e-herted NarcisuSj 
Til at was la Jove so daungerous, 
Mighte on a day ben ham p red so 
For love, and been so hoot for wo, 
That never he mighte joye atteyne ; 
Than shulde be fele in every veyne 
What eorowe trewe lo\'er3 maken, 
That been so vilaynsly fonsaken. 

Thifl prayer was but resonable, 
Tlierfor god held it ferine and stable t 
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For Narcisus^ shortly to telle^ 

By aventure com to that welle 

To reste him in that shadowing 

A day, whan he com fro hunting 

This Narcisos had suffred paynes 

For renning alday in the playnes, 

And was for thurst in greet distresse 

Of hete, and of his werinesse 

That hadde his hreeth almost hinomen. 

Whan he was to that wellc y-comen. 

That shadwed was with hraunches. grene. 

He thoughte of thilke water shene 

To drinke and fresshe him wel withalle ; 

And doun on knees he gan to faMe, 

And forth his heed and nekke outstraughte 

To drinken of that welle a draughte. 

And in the water anoon was sene 

His nose, his mouth, his yen shene. 

And he tiier-of was al abasshed ; 

His owne shadowe had him bitrasshed. 

For wel wende he the forme see 

Of a child of greet beautee. 

Wel couthe Love him wreke tho 

Of daunger and of pryde also 

That Narcisus somtyme him here. 

He quitte him wel his guerdon there ; 

For he so musede in the welle, 

That, shortly al the sothe to telle. 

He lovede his owne shadowe so. 

That atte laste he starf for wo. 

For whan he saugh that he his wille 

Mighte in no maner wey fulfille. 

And that he was so faste caught 

That he him couthe comfort naught. 

He loste his wit right in that plaice. 

And deyde within a litel space. 

And thus his warisoun he took 

For the lady that he forsook. 

Ladyes, I preye ensample taketh. 
Ye that ayeins your love mistaketh : 
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For if hir deeth be yow to wyte, 
God can ful wel your whyle quyte. 

Whan that this lettre, of whiche I telle^ 
Had taught me that it was the welle 
Of Narcisus in his beautee^ 
I gan anoon withdrawe me^ 
Whan it fel in my remembraunce^ 
That him bitidde swich mischaunce. 

The Welle 
But at the laste than thoughte I^ 
That scatheles^ ful sikerly, 
I mighte unto The Welle go. 
Wherof shulde I abasshen so ? 
Unto the welle than wente I me. 
And doun I louted for to see 
The clere water in the stoon. 
And eek the gravely which that shoon 
Down in the botme, as silver fyn ; 
For of the welle, this is the fyn. 
In world is noon so cleer of hewe. 
The water is ever fresh and newe 
That welmeth up in wawes brighte 
The mountance of two finger highte. 
Abouten it is gras springing. 
For moiste so thikke and wel lyking. 
That it ne may in winter dye. 
No more than may the see be drye. 

Down at the botme set saw I 
Two cristal stones craftely 
In thilke fresshe and faire welle. 
But o thing soothly dar I telle. 
That ye wol holde a greet mervayle 
Whan it is told, withouten feyle. 
For whan the sonne, cleer in sighte. 
Cast in that welle his hemes brighte. 
And that the beet descended is. 
Than taketh the cristal stoon, y-wis. 
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Blewe, yelowe, and rede, that fresh and ne\i 
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Yit hath the merveilous cristal 
Swich strengthen that the place overall 
Bothe fowl and tree^ and leves grene^ 
And al the yerd in it is sene. 
And for to doon you understonde^ 
To make ensample wol I fonde ; 
Right as a mirour openly 
Sheweth al thing that stant therhy. 
As wel the colour as the figure, 
Withouten any coverture ; 
Right so the cristal stoon^ shyning, 
Withouten any disceyving. 
The estres of the yerde accuseth 
To him that in the water museth ; 
For ever, in which half that he be. 
He may wel half the gardin see ; 
And if he turne, he may right wel 
Seen the remenaunt everydel. 
For ther is noon so litel thing 
So hid, ne closed with shitting, 
That it ne is sene, as though it were 
Peynted in the cristal there. 

This is the mirour perilous. 
In which the proude Narcisus 
Saw al his face fair and bright. 
That made him sith to lye upright. 
For who-80 loke in that mirour, 
Ther may no-thing ben his socour 
That he ne shal ther seen som thing 
That shal him lede into loving. 
Ful many a worthy man hath it 
Y-blent ; for folk of grettest wit 
Ben sone caught here and awayted ; 
Withouten respyt been they bayted. 
Heer comth to folk of-newe rage, 
Heer chaungeth many wight corage ; 
Heer lyth no reed ne wit therto ; 
For Venus sone, daun Cupido, 
Hath sowen there of love the seed. 
That help ne lyth ther noon, ne reed. 
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So cercleth it the welle ahoute. 
His ginuefi hatlt he set withoute 
Ri|i^ht for to cacche in hb pan teres 
'Hiese damoysjeU atid bacheleres. 
Love will noon otber bridde cacche, 
Thouffh he sette either wet or lacche. 
And for the seed that beer was so wen. 
This welle is clepedj as wel is knuwen, 
Tlie Welle of Love, of verray ri^bt, 
Of wbieh ther hath fu.1 raauy a wight 
Spoke iQ bokea dyveraely. 
But they shuUe never so verily 
Descripcioun of the welle here. 
No eek the sothe of this matere. 
As ye sbulle^ whan I have undo 
Tlie craft that hir hilongetb to. 

Alway me lyked for to dwelle^ 
To Been the cristal in the welle, 
That shewed me ful openly 
A thousand t binges f^iste by. 
But I may saye, in snry boure 
Stood 1 to loken or to poure ; 
For ait lien have I sore ayked, 
Tbat mirour hath me now eutryked 
But hfidde 1 first knowen in my wit 
The vertue and the ^ftren^^he of itj 
I nolde not have mused there ; 
Me hadde bet hen elles-where ; 
For m the suare 1 fel anoon, 
Th»t hath bitraisabed many oon. 

Turn RosER 
In thilke mirour saw I tho. 
Among a thousand thinges mo, 
A KOSER charged ful of roaes. 
That with an he^ge ahoute enclos is, 
Tho had I swich lust and envye. 
That J for Parys ne for Pavye, 
Nolde I have left to goon and see 
Ther grettest hepe of roses be. 
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Whan I was with this rage hent^ 

That caufi^ht hath many a man and shent^ 

To¥Fard the roser gan I go. 

And whan I was not fer therfro, 

Tlie savour of the roses swote 

Me smoot right to the herte rote^ 

As I hadde al embawmed be. 

And if I ne hadde endouted me 

To have ben hated or assailed^ 

My thankes^ wolde I not have failed 

To pulle a rose of al that route 

To beren in myn honde aboute^ 

And smellen to it wher I wente ; 

But ever I dredde me to repente^ 

And lest it greved or for-thoughte 

The lord that thilke gardyn wroughte. 

Of roses were ther gret woon. 

So faire wexe never in roon. 

Of knoppes clos^ some saw I there^ 

And some wel beter woxen were ; 

And some ther been of other moysoun^ 

That drowe nigh to hir sesoun^ 

And spedde hem &ste for to sprede ; 

I love wel swiche roses rede ; 

For brode roses^ and open also^ 

Ben passed in a day or two ; 

But knoppes wilen fresshe be 

Two dayes atte leest^ or three. 

The knoppes gretly lyked me^ 

For &irer may ther no man see. 

Who-60 mighte haven oon of alle. 

It oughte him been ful leef withalle. 

Mighte I a gerlond of hem geten^ 

For no richesse I wolde it leten. 

The Knoppb 
Among THE KNOPPBB I chees oon 
So Mr, that of the remenaunt noon 
Ne preyse I half so wel as it^ 
MHban I avyse it in my wit. 
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For it 80 wel was enlumyned 

With colour reed^ as wel y-fyued 

As nature couthe it make faire^ 

And it bad leves wel foure paire^ 

That Kinde had set through his knowing 

About the rede rose springing. 

The stalke was as risshe rights 

And theron stood the knoppe upright^ 

That it ne bowed upon no syde. 

The swote smelle sprong so wyde 

That it dide al the place aboute — 



FRAGMENT B 

Whan I had smelled the savour swote^ 

No wille hadde I fro thens yit go. 

But somdel neer it wente I tho 

To take it ; but myn hond, for drede, 

Ne dorste I to the rose bede. 

For thistels sharpe, of many maneres, 

Netles, thornes, and hoked breres ; 

Ful muche they distourbled me. 

For sore I dradde to harmed be. 

The God of Love, with bowe bent. 
That al day set hadde his talent 
To pursuen and to spyen me. 
Was stonding by a nge-tree. 
And whan he sawe how that I 
Had chosen so ententifly 
The botoun, more unto my pay 
Than any other that I say. 
He took an arowe fill sharply whet. 
And in his bowe whan it was set. 
He streight up to his ere drough 
The stronge bowe, that was so tough. 
And shet at me so wonder smerte. 
That through myn eye unto myn herte 
The takel smoot, and depe it wente. 
And ther-with-al such cold me hente. 
That, under clothes warme and sofle, 
Sith that day I have chevered ofte. 

Whan I was hurt thus in that stounde, 
I fel doun plat unto the grounde. 

49 ^ 
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Myri herte failed aod fcynted ay. 
And long tytne ther a^swone I lay. 
But whaa I com out of swoningj 
And hadde witj and my felingj 
I was al maatj and vreride fuj wel 
Of blood have loren a fol gret del. 
But certe^s, the arowe that in me stood 
Of me ne drew no drape of blood, 
For-why I found my wound e al dreye. 
Than took I with myn hondii tweye 
The arowcj and ful fast out it plight^ 
And in the pulling ©ore I sights 
So at the last the shaft of tree 
I drough out, with the fethers thnefi. 
But yet the hoked heedj y-wmj 
The whiche Beautee callid is, 
Gan so depe in myn heile passe. 
That I it miglite uouglit arace ; 
But in myn herte ^tille it stood ^ 
Al bledde 1 not a drope of blood, 
I was bothe nnguiss?oua and trouble 
For the peril that I saw double ; 
I Diste what to seye or do, 
Ne gete a leche my woundis to ; 
For neithir tlaurgh gras ne rote, 
Ne hadde I help of hope ne bote* 
But to the botoun ever- mo 
Myn herte drew ; for al my woj 
My thought was in non other thin^. 
For hadde it been m my keping^ 
It woide have hrought my lyf agayu 
For certeinly^ I dar wel seyn. 
The sight only J and the aavourj 
Aleffged muche of my langour. 
Than gan I for to draw© me 
Toward the botoun fair to see ; 
And Love hadde gete him, in a throwe^ 
Another arowe into his bo we. 
And for to shote gan him dre^e I 
The arowis name was Bimplesse. 
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And whan that Love gan nyglie me nere^ 

He drow it up, withouten were. 

And shet at me with al his might. 

So that this arowe anon-right 

Thourghout myn eigh, as it was founde. 

Into myn herte hath maad a wounde. 

Thanne I anoon dide al my crafte 

For to drawen out the shafte. 

And ther-with-al I sighed eft. 

But in myn herte the heed was left. 

Which ay encresid my desyre. 

Unto the hotoun drawe nere ; 

And ever, mo that me was wo. 

The more desyr hadde I to go 

Unto the roser, where that grew 

The fresshe hotoun so hright of hewe. 

Betir me were have leten be ; 

But it bihoved nedes me 

To don right as myn herte bad. 

For ever the body must be lad 

Aftir the herte ; in wele and wo. 

Of force togidre they must go. 

But never tiiis archer wolde fyne 

To shete at me with all his pyne, 

And for to make me to him mete. 

The thridde arowe he gan to shete 
Whan best his iyme he mighte espye. 
The which was named Curtesye ; 
Inte myn herte it dide avale. 
A-swone I fel, bothe deed and pale ; 
Long tyme I lay, and stired nought. 
Til 1 abraid out of my thought. 
And £iste than I avysed me 
To drawen out the shafte of tree ; 
But ever the heed was left bihinde 
For ought I couthe puUe or winde. 
So sore it stikid whan I was hit. 
That by no craft 1 might it flit ; 
But anguissous and ful of thought, 
I fslte such wo, my wounde ay wrought, 
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That somoned me alwiaj to go 
Toward the rosej that plea&ed me so ; ] 
But 1 ne duir^te m no manere, 
Bicanse the archer was so lie re. 
For evermore gladly ;, as 1 rede^ 
Brent child of fyr hath muehe drede. 
And, certia yit, for al my peyne^ 
Though that I sigh yit arwia reyne, 
And grounde quarels sharpe of stele j 
Ne for no payue that I might fel^f 
Yit mi^ht I not my-silf with-holde 
The faire roser to biholde ; 
For Love me yaf sich hardement 
For to fulBlIe his commaundemetLt 
Upon my feet I roos up than 
Feble, as a for wo undid man ; 
And forth to gon my might I sette^ 
And for the archer iiolde I lette. 
Toward the roser fast 1 drow ; 
But thoniea sharpe mo than y-now 
Ther were, and also thistels thikke, 
And brerej^j brim me for to prikke^ 
That I ne miglitc gete grace 
The rowe thorn es for to paese^ 
To sene the roses fres^^be of liewe, 
J must abide, though it me rewe^ 
The hegg© aboute so thikke was, 
That closid the rosef in eompas* 

But o thing lyked me right wele ; 
I was so nyghj I mighte fele 
Of the hotoun the swote odour. 
And also see tbe fresshe colour ; 
And that right gretly lyked me. 
That 1 80 neer it mighte see. 
Sich joyo anoon therof hadde I, 
lliat 1 forgat my malady* 
To isene it hailde 1 sich delyt. 
Of Borwe and angre I was al quit, 
And of my won rides that 1 had thar; 
For uo-thing lykea oie might mar 
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Than dwellen by the roser ay^ 
And thennes never to passe away. 

But whan a whyle I had be thar^ 
The God of Love^ which al to-shar 
Myn herte with his arwis kene^ 
Caste him to yeve me woundis grene. 
He shet at me ful hastily 
An arwe named Company^ 
The whiche takel is ml able 
To make these ladies merciable. 
Than 1 anoon gan chaungen hewe 
For grevaunce of my wounde newe. 
That I agayn fel in swoning^ 
And sighed sore in compleyning. 
Sore I compleyned that my sore 
On me gan greven more and more. 
I had non hope of allegeaunce ; 
So nigh 1 drow to desperaunce^ 
I rought of dethe ne of lyf, 
Whitiier that love wolde me dryf. 
If me a martir wolde he make^ 
I might his power nought forsake. 
And whyl for anger thus I wook^ 
The God of Love an arowe took ; 
Ful sharp it was and ful pugnaunt^ 
And it was callid Fair-Semblaunt^ 
The which in no wys wol consente^ 
That any lover him repente 
To serve his love with herte and alle. 
For any peril that may bifalle. 
But though this arwe was kene grounde 
As any rasour that is founde^ 
To cutte and kerve, at the poynt. 
The God of Love it hadde anoynt 
With a precious ojmement, 
Somdel to yeve aleggement 
Upon the woundes that he had 
Through the body in my herte maad^ 
To helpe hir sores^ and to cure^ 
And mat they may the bet endure. 
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But yit this arwe^ witlioute moro. 

Made in myn herta a large Bore^ 

rhat ia ful gret peyne I abood. 

B? ay the oynement weiite abrood ; 

TnroQgfhout my woundes large and wyde 

It ipredde aboute in every syde ; 

Through whos vertu and whos might 

Myn herte joyful waa and light. 

1 had been deed and al to-shent 

But for the precious oynement 

The shaft I drow out of the arwe, 

Roking for wo right wondir uai'we ; 

But the heed which made me amertej 

Lefte bihinde in myn lierte 

^Vith other foure^ I dar well Bay, 

That never wul be take away ; 

But the oynement halp me wele. 

Aud yit sieh sorwe dide I fele 

Of my wound es fresshe and newe. 

That al-day I cbaunged hewe, 

As men might see in my vnsage. 

The arwis were so fuile of rage, 

So variaunt of divei'siteej 

That men in eve rich mighte see 

Both gret anoy and eek swetnesse. 

And joye meynt with bittirnes*)e, 

Now were they esy, now where they wood. 

In hem 1 felte both harm and g-ui>d ; 

Now a ore without aleggement, 

Now soften iug- with oynement ; 

It Boftned here, and prikked there j 

Thus ese aud anger tc^ider were. 

The God of Love deliverly 
Com lepand to me hastily. 
And eeide to me, in gret rape^ 
^ Yeld thee J for thou may not esmpe ! 
May no defence avalle thee here ; 
Tlierfore I rede mak no daungere* 
If thou wolt yelde thee hastily, 
Thou sbalt the rather have mercy. 



OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER 65 

He is a fool in sikemesse^ 
That with daunffer or stoutnesse 
Rebellith ther tnat he shulde plese ; 
In such folye is litel ese. 
Be meek^ wher thou must nedis bowe ; 
To stryve ageyn is nought thy prowe. 
Come at ones^ and have y-^o^ 
For I wol that it be so. 
Than yeld thee here debonairly.' 
And I answerid ful humbly, 
' Gladly, sir ; at your bidding, 
I wol me yelde in alle thing. 
To your servyse I wol me take ; 
For god defende that 1 shulde make 
Ageyn your bidding resistence ; 
I wol not doon so gret offence ; 
For if I dide, it were no skile. 
Ye may do with me what ye wile. 
Save or spille, and also sloo ; 
Fro you in no wyse may I go. 
My lyf, my deth, is in your honde, 
I may not laste out of your bonde. 
Pleyn at your list I yelde me, 
Hoping in herte, that sumtyme ye 
Comfort and ese shuUe me sende ; 
Or ellis shortly, this is the ende, 
Withouten heltiie I moot ay dure, 
But-if ye take me to your cure. 
Comfort or helthe how shuld I have, 
Sitb ye me hurte, but ye me save } 
The helthe of lovers moot be founde 
Wher-as they token firste hir wounde. 
And if ye list of me to make 
Your prisoner, I wol it take 
Of herte and wil, fully at gree. 
HooUy and pleyn I yelde me, 
Withoute feyning or feyntyse. 
To be governed by your empryse. 
Of you I here so much prjrs, 
I wol ben hool at your devys 
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For to fulfille your lykiDg- 

And repente for no-thing'^ 

Hoping to bave yit in som tyde 

Mercy 3 of that that 1 abyde.* 

And with that covenaunt yeld I me, 

A noon doun keeling upon my knee^ 

Profering^ for to kiss© his feet ; 

But for no- thing he wolde me lete, 

And seide, * t lov^e thee bothe and preyse. 

Sen that thyn answer doth me ese. 

For thou answer! d m cnrteisly. 

For now I wot wel uttirly, 

That thou art gen til j by thy speche. 

For though a man fer wolde seche. 

He ihulde not finden^ in certeyn^ 

No sich answer of no vileyn ; 

For sich a word ne mighte nought 

Isse out of a viiayns thought. 

Thou eh alt not lesen of thy speche, 

For to thy helpitig wol 1 echej 

And eek encresen that I may* 

But Jirst 1 wol that thou obay 

Fully, for thyn avauntage. 

Anon to do me here homage. 

And sithen kiese thou shalt my mouthy 

VlTiicb to no vilayn was never couth 

For to aproche it, ne for to touche ; 

For sauf to chcrUs 1 no vouche 

That they shuUe never neigh it nere. 

For curteys, and of fair matjere, 

Wel taught J and ful of gentilneBse 

He muste ben, that ehal me kisse^ 

And also of ful high fraunchyse. 

That shal atteync to that empryse. 

^ And first of o thing wame I thee. 
That peyne and gret adversitee 
He mot endure^ and eek travail e, 
That ghal me serve, withonte faile. 
But ther-ageyus, thee to com forte, 
And with thy service to desporte. 
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Thou maygt ful glad and joyful be 
So good a maister to have as me^ 
And lord of so high renoun. 
I here of Love the gonfanoun^ 
Of Curtesye the hanere ; 
For I am of the silf manere^ 
Gentil^ curteys^ meek and free ; 
That whosoever ententif be 
Me to honoure^ doute^ and serve^ 
And also that he him observe 
Fro trespas and fro vilanye^ 
And him goveme in curtesye 
With wil and with entencioun ; 
For whan he first in my prisoun 
Is caught^ than muste ne uttirly^ 
Fro thennes-forth ful bisily^ 
Caste him gentil for to be^ 
If he desyre helpe of me/ 

Anoon withouten more delay^ 
Withouten daunger or affray^ 
I bicom his man anoon^ 
And gave him thankes many a oon^ 
And kneled doun with hondis joynt^ 
And made it in my port ful quoynt ; 
The joye wente to myn herte rote. 
Whan 1 had kissed his mouth so swote^ 
I had sich mirthe and sich lyking^ 
It cured me of languisshing. 
He askid of me than hostages : — 
' I have^' he seide^ ' tan fele homages 
Of oon and other^ where I have been 
Disceyved ofte, withouten wene. 
These felouns^ fulle of falsitee^ 
Have many sythes bigyled me^ 
And through falshede hir lust acheved^ 
Wherof I repente and am agreved. 
And I hem gete in my dauugere, 
Hir wished shuUe they bye ful dere. 
But for I love thee^ 1 seye thee pleyn^ 
I wol of thee be more certeyn ; 
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For tbee so sore I wol now binde^ 

That tliou away iie slialt not wmde 

For to den yen the coven aunt. 

Or doon that 5s not avenaunt» 

That thou IT ere fals it were greet reuthe, 

Sith thou semest so ful of treutlie.' 

* Si re J if thee list to undirstande, 
I tnerveile thee aaking* thiF demande* 
For-why or wherfore ghnide y© 
Outages or borwis aske of moj 
Or any other sikimesse, 
Sith ye wote^ in sotlifastnesse. 
That ye have me surprysed so. 
And liool myn herte tan me fro. 
That it wol do for me no-thing 
But-if it be at your bidding? 
Myn herte h yours, and mvn rig-ht noughl 
As it bihoveth, in dede and thoui^htj 
Redy in alle to worche your wille. 
Whether fo It turne to good or ille. 
So sore it lustith you to ples^e, 
No man t her of may you disseise* 
Ye have tberon «iet eich jnstise^ 
That it is werreyd in many wise. 
And if ye doute it nolde obeye^ 
Y© may therof do make a keye, 
And holde it with you for osta^e/ 
'Now certisj this is noon outrage/ 
Qnoth Love, ' and fnlly J accord \ 
For the body he is ful lord 
Tljat bath the herte in hh tresor ; 
Outrage it were to asken more.* 

Ill an of his anmener he d rough 
A litel keye J fetys y-nough. 
Which was of gold poll s^hed clere. 
And seide to me, ^ With this keye her© 
Tbyn herte to me now wol I «hette ; 
For al my jowellis loke and ktiette 
I hinde under this litel keye, 
That no wight may carye aweye ; 
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This keye is ful of fret poeste.' 
Willi which anoon he touchid me 
Undir the syde ful softely^ 
That he myn herte sodejmlv 
Without al anoy had sperea^ 
That yit right nought it hath me dered. 
Whan he had doon his wil al-out. 
And I had put him out of dout^ 
' Sire,' I seide, ' I have right gret wille 
Your lust and plesaunce to fulfille. 
Loke ye my servise take at gree. 
By thilke feith ye owe to me. 
I seye nought for recreaundyse. 
For I nought doute of vour servyse. 
But the servaunt traveileth in vayne. 
That for to serven doth his payne 
Unto that lord, which in no wyse 
Can him no thank for his servyse.' 

Love seide, ' Dismay e thee nought. 
Sin thou for sucour hast me sought. 
In thank thy servise wol I take. 
And high of gree 1 wol thee make. 
If wikkidnesse ne hindre thee ; 
But, as I hope, it shal nought he. 
To worship no wight by aventure 
May come, hut-if he peyne endure. 
Abyde and suffre thy distresse ; 
That hurtith now, it shal be lesse ; 
I wot my-silf what may thee save. 
What medicyne thou woldist have. 
And if thy trouthe to me thou kepe, 
I shal unto thyn helping eke, 
To cure thy woundes and make hem clene, 
Wlier-so they be olde or grene ; 
Thou shalt b^ holpen, at wordis fewe. 
For certeynly thou shalt wel shewe 
Wher that thou servest with good wille. 
For to complisshen and fulfille 
My comaundementis, day and night, 
Wniche I to lovers yeve of right 
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' Ab, dre, f5r gi>ddia love/ said I^ 
^ Er ye passe hens, ententifly 
Vour com a u ml e mentis to me y© eay^ 
And I stial kepe hem. If I may ; 
For liem to kepeti is al my iliouglitf 
And if so be I wot them nought, 
Tlmti m:*y I sinne nnwltinplv, 
W'herfore 1 pray you enterely, 
M ith al myn herte^ me to lere. 
That I trespanjse m no mane re." 

llie t»od of Love than chargid me 
Anoon, m ye ^hid here and s^e, 
M'^ord by vvonl, by ri^ht empryBe, 
So as the Romance sh^jl devyse. 

The mai^ter lesith bis tyme to lerej 
M'han the disciple wol not here. 
It Is but veyn on him to swinke^ 
Tliat tm hh lerninp wol not thinke. 
W'ho-so lust love^ let him entende. 
Far now the Romance giuneth amende* 
Now is ^ood to here, in fay. 
If any he that ciin it say. 
And poynte it as the resoun is 
Set ; fur other-pite, y-wis, 
It ehal nouffht wel in all e thin^ 
Be brought to i^ond nndirstonding ; 
For a reder that poyntith ille 
A gfrnd sentent^e may oJte spille. 
The hook m good at the ending, 
Maad of newe and lufjty thinj^ ; 
For wbo^o wol the ending here, 
Tlie crafte of love be «bal now lere. 
If that ha wol so lon^;^ abyde, 
Til 1 this Romance may unhydej 
And undo the stgr»ii*iaunce 
(Jf this dreme into Romaunce. 
The soth fas tn esse, that iww Is bid. 
Without coverture shiil be kidj 
Whan I undon have tbi*? dremiog, 
Wberin no word is of lesing-* 
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' Vilany, at the biginninfi:^ 
1 wol,* sayd Love, ' over aUe thing. 
Thou leve, if thou wolt not be 
Fals, and trespasse ageynes me. 
I curse and blame generally 
Alle hem that loven vilany ; 
For vilany makith vilayn, 
And by his dedis a cherle is seyn. 
Thise vilayns am without pitee, 
Frendshipe, love, and al bounte. 
I nil receyve to my servyse 
Hem that ben vilayns of empryse. 

'But undirstonde in thyn entent. 
That this is not myn entendement. 
To clepe no wight in no ages 
Only gentil for his linages. 
But who-so that is vertuous. 
And in his port nought outrageous. 
Whan sich oon thou seest thee bifom. 
Though he be not gentil born. 
Thou mayst wel seyn, this is a soth. 
That he is gentil, bicause he doth 
As longeth to a gentilman ; 
Of hem non other deme I can. 
For certeynly, withouten drede, 
A cherle is demed by his dede. 
Of hye or lowe, as ye may see. 
Or of what kinrede that he be. 
Ne say nought, for noon y vel wille. 
Thing that is to holden stille ; 
It is no worship to misseye. 
Thou mayst ensample take of Keye, 
That was somtyme, for misseying, 
Hated bothe of olde and ying ; 
As fer as Gaweyn, the worthy 
Was preysed for his curtesy, 
Keye was hated, for he was fel. 
Of word dispitous and cruel. 
Wherfore be wyse and aqueyntable, 
Goodly of word, and resonable 
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Botlie to lesse and eek to mar. 

And whan thou com est ther men at, 
Loke tliat thou have in custom af 
FirsFt to salue hem, if thou may : 
And ilf it folle^ that of hem som 
Salue thee first, be not dom. 
But quyte him curteisly auooo 
Without ahidin§^j er they goott. 

' For no-thiuf? eek thy tunge apply e 
To speke word is of rihaudye. 
To VI lay u sj>eche in no degree 
IM never thy lipp© tmhotinden lie. 
For 1 nou|fbt holae him, in ^ood feitTi, 
Curteys, that foule wordis «eith. 
And alte wimmen serve and preyEe^ 
And to thy power hir honour reyse. 
And if Uiat any missayere 
Dispyse wimmen ^ that thou mayst here, 
BJame him, and bidde him holde bioi 6til]& 
And set thy might and al thv wille 
Wimmen and lad tea for to plese. 
And to do thing that may hem ese^ 
Til at they ever speke good of thee. 
For (^0 thtiu mayst beat preysed be. 

' Loke fro pryde thou kepe thee wele ; 
For thou mayst bothe percey ve and fele. 
That pryde is bothe foly and ainne ; 
And ho that pryde hath, him with! tine, 
Ne may his herte, in no wyse, 
Maken ne sonpleo to servyse. 
For pryde is foundCj in every part^ 
Coutrarie unto Loves art. 
And he that loveth trewely 
ShuJde him contene joHly, 
iVi thou ten prj'de in sondry wyae, 
And him diagy^^eu in queyntyse. 
For qnej^rtt array, wi thou ten drede. 
Is no- thing* proudj who takith hade ; 
For fresh array, as nteri majr see, 
Withouten pryde may o^ be. 
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' Mayntene thy-silf aftir thy rent^ 
Of robe and eek of gamement ; 
For many sythe fair clothing 
A man amendith in mich tlunfif. 
And loke alwey that they be shape^ 
What gamement that thou shalt make 
Of him that can hem beste do^ 
With al that perteyneth therto. 
Po3mtis and sieves be wel sittand^ 
Right and streight upon the hand. 
Ofshoon and botes^ newe and &Are, 
Loke at the leest thou have a paire ; 
And that they sitte so fetisly^ 
That these rude may uttirly 
Merveyle, sith that they sitte so pleyn. 
How they come on or of ageyn. 
Were streite gloves, with aumenere 
Of silk ; and alwey with good chere 
Thou yeve, if thou have richesse ; 
And if thou have nought, spend the lesse. 
Alwey be merry, if thou may. 
But waste not thy good alway. 
Have hat of floures fresh as May, 
Chapelet of roses of Whitsonday ; 
For sich array ne cost but Ivte. 
Thyn hondis wash, thy teeth make whyte. 
And let no filthe upon thee be. 
Thy nailes blak if tiiou mayst see, 
Voide it awey deliverly. 
And kembe thyn heed right jolily, 
Fard not thy visage in no wyse. 
For that of love is not th'empryse ; 
For love doth haten, as I finde, 
A beaute that cometh not of kinde. 
Alwey in herte I rede thee 
Glad and mery for to be. 
And be as joyful as thou can ; 
Love hath no joye of sorowful man. 
That yvel is ful of curtesye 
That lauhwith in his maladye ; 
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For ever of love the siknesse 

Is meynd with swete and bitteruease, 

Tlie sore of love is merveilous ; 

For now the lover is joyous, 

Now can he pie jne, now can he grone. 

Now can he eingen^ now maken moue. 

To-day he pleyneth for hevinesse, 

To-morowe he pleyeth for jolyuesse 

The lyf of love is ful con tr arte, 

WTiich stouudemele can ofte varie. 

But if thou canst som mirthis makCj 

That men in gree wole gladly take^ 

Do it goodly J I comaunde thee ; 

For men sholdej wher-ao-ever they bcj 

Do tlurjjsr tkat hem best sitting- isj 

For t her of cometh g-ood loos and prU. 

Wher-of that thou be vertuous, 

Ne be not attfaunge ne dauugeroui. 

For if that thou g-ood rider be, 

Frike gladly, that men may sa 

In amies also if thou DOitne^ 

Furaue^ til thou a name hast woone. 

And if thy voice be fair and clere. 

Thou sbalt maken no gret daungera 

Whan to sljige they goodly preye ; 

It is thy worship for to obeye. 

Also to you it longith ay 

To harpe and giternCj dan nee and play ; 

For if he can wel foote and dauiice^ 

It may him greetly do avail uce. 

Among eek, for thy lady sakej 

Songes and complayntes that thou make ; 

For that wol mevo hem in hir herte, 

Whan they redeii of thy smerte* 

Loke that no man for scarce tbee holdej 

For that may greve thee many-folde* 

Besouti wol that a lover be 

In Ilia yiffees more large and free 

Tlian cherlea that been not of loving. 

For who ther-of can any thing, 
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He sbal be leef ay for to yeve. 
In Loves lore who so wolde leve ; 
For he that^ through a sodeyn sights 
Or for a kissing^ anon-right 
Yaf hool his herte in wille and thought^ 
And to him-silf kepith right nought^ 
Aftir swich yift^ is good resoun^ 
He yeve his good in abandoun. 

' Now wol I shortly here reherce. 
Of that that I have seid in verse^ 
Al the sentence by and by^ 
In wordis fewe compendiously^ 
That thou the bet mayst on hem thinke^ 
Whether-so it be thou wake or winke ; 
For that the wordis litel greve 
A man to kepe^ whanne it is breve. 

* Who-so with Love wol goon or ryde 
He mot be curteys, and void of pryde, 
Mery and fulle of jolite^ 
And of largesse alosed be. 

^ First I joyne thee, here in penaunce^ 
That ever, withoute repentaunce. 
Thou set thy thought in thy loving. 
To laste withoute repenting ; 
And theuke upon thy mirtnis swete. 
That shal folowe aftir whan ye mete. 

^ And for thou trewe to love shalt be, 
I wol, and eek comaunde thee. 
That in oo place thou sette, al hool, 
Thyn herte, withouten halfen dool. 
For trecherie, in sikemesse ; 
For I lovede never doublenesse. 
To many his herte that wol depart, 
Everiche shal have but litel part. 
But of him drede I me right nought. 
That in oo place settith his thought 
Therfore in oo place it sette. 
And let it never thennes flette. 
For if tiiou yevest it in lening, 
I holde it but a wrecchid thing : 
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Therforo y&v& it liool and qujrtej 

And thou sbult have the more merite. 

If it tie lent; than aftir soon, 

The bi>untee and the thank is doon ; 

But, in love, free yeven thing 

ReqnyritU a ifrel guerdoning', 

Veve it in yift al quit fiilly. 

And make thy yift debonairly ; 

For man that yift wol holde more der© 

That yeven is with gladsome chere. 

Til at yift nought to preisen is 

Tliat man yevetlij maugre his. 

Whan thou hast yeven tbyn berte* as I ' 

Have seid thee here al openly* 

llian aveiiturea sliulle tnee falle, 

Wliich harde and hevy been witballe. 

For ofte whan thou bitheiikist thee 

Of thy loving- ^her-so thou be. 

Fro folk thou innst depart in by, 

That noon perceyve thy malady , 

But hyde th yn harm thou must alonej 

And go forth ^le, and make thy mone. 

Tliou shatt no wbyl be in oo stat^ 

But vvhylom cold and whylom hat ; 

Now reed as roscj now y el owe and fade. 

Such sorowe^ I trowe, thou never hade ; 

Cotidien, ne yit quarteyue, 

It is nat so fui of peyne. 

For ofte tjonea it glial falle 

In love, among thy pevnes alle. 

That thou thv-«elf, ai hoolly, 

Foryeten shalt so utterly^ 

That many tymes thou shalt l>e 

Stiile ti:» an ima^ of tree, 

Dom as a stoon, without steriug 

Of foot or bond J without gpeking* ; 

Than, gone after al thy |>eync» 

To memorie shalt thou come ageyti. 

As man aba^shed wondre sore, 

And after Bigheo more and more. 
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For wit thou wel, withouten wene^ 
In swich astat ful oft have heen 
That have the y vel of love assayd^ 
Wlier-through thou art so dismayd. 

^ Afler^ a thought shal take thee so^ 
That thy love is to fer thee fro : 
Thou shalt say, *^ God, what may this be 
That I ne may my lady see ? 
Myne herte aloon is to her go. 
And I abyde al sole in wo. 
Departed fro myn owue thought. 
And with myne eyen see right nought. 
Alas, myn eyen sende I ne may. 
My careful herte to convay ! 
Myn hertes ffyde but they be, 
I praise no-thing what ever they see. 
Shul they abyde thanne } nay ; 
But goon visjrte without delay 
That myn herte desyreth so. 
For certe3mly, but-if they go, 
A fool my-self I may wel holde, 
"(Vhan 1 ne see what myn herte wolde. 
Wherfore I wol gon her to seen. 
Or esed shal I never been. 
But I have som tokening." 
Then gost thou forth without dwelling ; 
But ofte thou faylest of thy desyre, 
£r thou mayst come hir any nere. 
And wastest in vayn thy passage. 
Than fallest thou in a newe rage ; 
For wante of sight thou ginnest mome. 
And homward pensif dost retorne. 
In greet mischeef than shalt thou be. 
For than agayn shal come to thee 
Sighes and pleyntes, with newe wo. 
That no icching prikketh so. 
Who wot it nought, he may go lere 
Of hem that byen love so dere. 

'No-thing thyn herte appesen may. 
That oft thou wolt goon and assay. 
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If thou mayHt seen, by aventure, 

Tliy ly>''e3 joy ^ thyn. hertia cure ; 

So that J by ^race if thou niSght 

Atteyiie of hir to have a sight, 

Than ahalt tbou doou noD other dede 

But with that sight thyu eyeu fede. 

That falre ffesh whan thou mayst aee^ 

Thyu herte ahal so ravieshed bOj 

That never thou woldest^ thy tliankiSj, lete, 

Ne remove, for to see that swete. 

The more tliou eeest in iothfastnesae^ 

The more thou covey test of that swetnesee ^ 

The more thyn herte brenneth in fyTj 

The more thyu herte is in desyr. 

For who coiisidreth every del^ 

It may be lykned woudir wel^ 

Tlie peyne of hive^ unto a fere ; 

For ever the more thou neigh est nera 

Til ought J or who-SQ that it be^ 

For verray sothe I telle it thee. 

The hatter ever shal thou brennej 

As experience shal thee kenne. 

Wber-so thou comest in any eost, 

WhQ is next fyfj he brenneth most. 

And yit forsotnej for al thyn hete^ 

Though thou for luve swel'te and swete, 

Ne for no-thmg' tlutu felen may^ 

Thou shalt not willen to passe away. 

And thougl* thou go^ yet must thee nedo 

Thenke al-day on hir fairhede. 

Whom thou hihelde with so fjood wille ; 

Anil holde thyself bigy led illej 

That thou ne haddest non hardement 

To »]iewe hir ought of thyn en tent, 

Thyn herte ful scjr© thou wolt dispyee. 

And eek reprove of coward yse, 

Til at thou J so duUe in every thingj 

W^ere dom for dred©, without speking. 

Thou sbalt eek theoke thou ditlest foly, 

lliat thou wert hir so fasto byj 
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And durst not auntre thee to say 
Som-thing^ er thou cam away ; 
For thou haddist no more wonne. 
To speke of hir whan thou higonne : 
But yif she wolde^ for thy sake^ 
In armes goodly thee have take^ 
It shulde nave he more worth to thee 
Than of tresour greet plentee. 

' Thus shalt thou morne and eek complejm. 
And get enchesoun to goon ageyn 
Unto thy walk, or to thy place. 
Where thou biheld hir fleshly face. 
And never, for fals suspeccioun. 
Thou woldest finde occasioun 
For to gon unto hir hous. 
So art thou thanne desirous 
A sight of hir for to have. 
If thou thine honour mightest save. 
Or any erand mightist make 
Thider, for thy loves sake ; 
Ful fayn thou woldist, but for drede 
Thou gost not, lest that men take hede. 
Wherfore I rede, in thy going. 
And also in thyn ageyn-coming. 
Thou be wel war that men ne wit ; 
Feyne thee other cause than it 
To ffo that weye, or feste by ; 
To hele wel is no folye. 
And if so be it happe thee 
That thou thy love ther mayst see. 
In siker wyse thou hir salewe, 
Wherwith thy colour wol transmewe. 
And eke thy blood shal al to-quake. 
Thy hewe eek chaungen for hir sake. 
But word and wit, with chere ful pale, 
Shul wante for to telle thy tale. 
And if thou mayst so fer-forth winne. 
That thou thy resoun durst biginne. 
And woldist aeyn three thingis or mo. 
Thou shalt ful scarsly seyn the two. 
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TTiough thou hithenke tbee tiever eo wel^ 

Tliou slia.lt foryete yit somdel;, 

But-if thou dele with trecherye. 

For fab lovers mowe al folye 

SeyUj what hem lugt, withouten dredej 

They be so double in hir falshede ; 

For they in herte cuntie theiike a Ihiag 

And eeyn anotlier^ in bir apeking^* 

And whan thy Bpeche m en did bI, 

Rigbt thus to thee it shaX blial ; 

If any word than come to minde. 

That tliou to seye hast left bihinde. 

Than thou sbalt brcnne in greet martyr ^ 

For thou shalt breiine as any fyr. 

Tills is the stryf and eke the affmyj 

And the batail that lastith ay. ' 

Tins Imrgeyn eude may never take, 

But-'if that she thy pees wil make. 

* Acd whan the nigbt is com en 3 anon 
A thousand an^rea shai come upon* 
To bedde as fast thou wolt thee dig-bt. 
Where thou ftliijlt have but smal delyt ; 
For whan thou we ties t for to slepcj 
So ful of peyne shalt tboa crepe, 
Sterto in thy bedde aboute ful wyde. 
And tume ful oft© on every syde ; 
Now downward groife, and now uprightj 
And walowe in wo the looge ni^ht ; 
Thyne arm is shalt thou sprede abrede. 
As man in werre were forwerreyd. 
Than shal thee come a remembraunce 
Of hir shape and hir semblaunce 
ll'Tierto nou other may be pere. 
And wite thou wel^ with out were. 
That tbee sbal seme, strnietyine that tjight, 
Thnt thou bast hir, that is so brigbtj 
Naked bitwene thyn armes there, 
Al sothfastnes.se as though it were. 
Thou ^halt make eastek Ihan m Spayne^ 
And dreme of joye, al but in vayne, 
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And thee deljrten of right nought^ 

Whyl thou so slomrest in that thought^ 

That is so swete and delitable^ 

The which^ in soth^ nis but a fable^ 

For it ne shal no whyle laste. 

Than shalt thou sighe and wepe faste^ 

And say, " Dere god, what thing is this ? 

My dreme is turned al amis. 

Which was ful swete and apparent. 

But now I wake, it is al shent 

Now yede this mery thought away ! 

Twenty tymes upon a day 

I wolde this thought wolde come ageyn. 

For it alleggith wel my peyn. 

It makith me ful of joyful thoufi^ht. 

It sleeth me, that it lastith noght. 

A, lord ! why nil ye me socoure. 

The joye, I trowe, that I langoure ? 

The deth I wolde me shulde slo 

Whyl I lye in hir armes two. 

Myn harm is hard, withouten wene. 

My greet unese ful oft I mene. 

But wolde Love do so I might 

Have fully joye of hir so bright. 

My peyne were quit me richely. 

AUas, to greet a thing aske I ! 

It is but foly, and wrong wening. 

To aske so outrageous a thing. 

And who-so askith folily. 

He moot be warned hastily ; 

And 1 ne wot what I may say, 

I am so fer out of the way ; 

For I wolde have ful gret lyking 

And ful gret joye of lasse thing. 

For wolde she, of hir gentilnesse, 

Withouten more, me onis kesse. 

It were to me a greet guerdoun, 

Relees of al my passioun. 

But it is hard to come therto ; 

Al is but foly that I do. 



n 



THE POETICAL WORKS 



So hi^h I have myn herte set^ 

Where I may no comfort get, 

I noot wher 1 sey wel or nought ; 

But this 1 wot wel iti my thought, 

Tljat it were bet of hir aloon. 

For to stinte my wo and mooo^ 

A loke on me y-caat goodly^ 

Than for to have^ al utterly^ 

Of another al hool tlie pley. 

A ! lord I wlier 1 shall byde the day 

lliat ever she shal my lady be ? 

He is ful cured that may hir see. 

A i god ! whai3 ahal the dawning epringl 

To ly thus is an angry thing- ; 

I have txo joye thus here to ly 

W^han that my love is not me by, 

A man to iyeu hath gret diseee, 

Which may not elepe lie reste in eea 

1 wolde it dawed» and were now day. 

And that the night were tvent away ; 

For were it day, I wolde upryse. 

A I ftlowe Sonne, shew thyn enpryse ! 

Speed thee to sprede thy bemis bright, 

And ehace the derknesse of the night. 

To pntte away the stouudes stronge, 

Winch in m© lasten al to longe/' 

' The night ehalt thou contene io, 
Withoute rest, in peyne and wo ; 
If ever thou knewo of love distresse, 
Thou fihalt mowe lenie m that sikneisa 
And thus enduring shalt thou ly^ 
And ryse on morw^e up erly 
Out of thy bedde, and liarneys thee 
Er ever daw ning thou mayst see. 
Al privily thaii Bhalt thou goon. 
What weder it he, tby-silf aloon. 
For reyn, or hayl» for snow, for slete, 
Thider she dwellith that is so swete. 
The which may falle adepe be^ 
And tbenkith but litel upon thee* 
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Than sbalt thon goon, ful foule aferd ; 
Loke if the gate be unsperd^ 
And waite without in wo and peyn, 
Ful yvel arcolde in winde and reyn. 
Than shal thou go the dore bifore^ 
If thon maist fynde any score^ 
Or hole^ or reft, what ever it were ; 
Than shalt thou stoupe, and lay to ere. 
If they within ar-slepe be ; 
I mene, alle save thy lady free. 
Whom waking if thon mayst aspye, 
€ro put thy-silf in jupartye. 
To aske grace, and thee bimene. 
That she may wite, withouten wene. 
That thou anight no rest hast had. 
So sore for hir thon were bistad. 
Wommen wel ought pite to take 
Of hem that sorwen K>r hir sake. 
And loke, for love of that relyke. 
That thou thenke non other lyke. 
For whom thou hast so greet annoy, 
Shal kisse thee er thou go away. 
And hold that in ful gret de3nitee. 
And, for that no man shal thee see 
Bifore the hous, ne in the way, 
Loke thou be goon ageyn er day. 
Suche coming, and such going. 
Such hevinesse, and such walking, 
Makith lovers, withouten wene. 
Under hir clothes pale and lene. 
For Love leveth colour ne cleernesse ; 
Who loveth trewe hath no fatnesse. 
Thou shalt wel by thy-selfe see 
That thou must nedis assayed be. 
For men that shape hem other wey 
Falsly her ladies to bitray. 
It is no wonder though they be fat ; 
With false othes hir loves they gat ; 
For oft I see suche losengeours 
Fatter than abbatis or priours. 
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^ Yet with o thing^ I tbee charge. 
That is to seye. that thou be lar^e 
Unto the mayd that hir doth serve. 
So be»t hir thank thou Fib alt deserve^ 
Yeve hir yifteSj and get hir grace, 
For so thon may hir Hinnk purcbace^ 
That sbe thee worthy holde and free^ 
Thy lady J and alle that may thee see. 
Also liir servauntes warshipe ay^ 
And plese as mucbe a^ tbou may ; 
Gret good tbroiigh bem may come to tbee> 
Bicause with hir tbey been prive. 
They ehal hir telle bow they tbee fend 
Curteis and wys^ and wel doand^ 
And abe sbal preyse tbee wel tb© mare. 
Loke out of Icmde thon he uot fare ; 
And if such cause tbou have^ that thee 
Bihoveth go a out of contree, 
Jjeve bool th yu herte hi hostage, 
Til thou ageyn make thy passage. 
Tbenk long to see the swete thing 
That batb thyn berte in bir keping. 

' Now have 1 told thee^ in what wya© 
A lover ahal do me servyse. 
Do it than, if tbou wolt have 
Tlie mede that thou aftir crave.' 

Whan Love al tbiB had bodea me^ 
I seide bim :- — * ^irej how may it be 
Tbat lovers may in ^cb maiiere 
Endure tbe peyne ye have seid here? 
1 merveyle me wonder fiiate» 
Hew any man may live or laste 
la fiucb peyne, and Buch brenning^ 
In sorwe and thought^ and euch mghing. 
Ay unrelesed wo to make^ 
\i hetber so it be tbey slepe or wake« 
In sueh annoy continuelyj 
A§ belpe me g^id, this merveile I, 
How man^ hut be were maad of ^lele. 
Might live a months ^ucb peynes to fele/ 
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The God of Love than seide me^ 
' Freend, hy the feith I owe to thee. 
May no man have good, hut he it hy. 
A man loveth more tendirly 
The thing that he hath bought most dere. 
For wite thou wel, withouten were. 
In thank that thing is taken more. 
For which a man hath suffred sore. 
Certis, no wo ne may atteyne 
Unto the sore of loves peyne. 
Non yvel therto ne may amounte. 
No more than a man may counte 
The dropes that of the water be. 
For drye as wel the grete see 
Thou mightist, as the harmes telle 
Of hem that with Love dwelle 
In servyse ; for peyne hem sleeth. 
And that ech man wolde fiee the deeth. 
And trowe they shulde never escape, 
Nere that hope couthe hem make 
Glad as 'man in prisoun set, 
And may not geten for to et 
But barly-breed, and watir pure. 
And lyeth in vermin and in ordure ; 
With alle this, yet can he live, 
Good hope such comfort hath him yive. 
Which maketh wene that he shal be 
Delivered and come to liberte ; 
In fortune is his fiille trust. 
Though he lye in strawe or dust. 
In hope is al his susteyning. 
And so for lovers, in hir weuing, 
Whiche Ijove hath shit in his prisoun ; 
Good-Hope is hir salvacioun. 
Grood-Hope, how sore that they smerte, 
Yeveth hem bothe wille and herte 
To profre hir body to martyre ; 
For Hope so sore doth hem desyre 
To suffro ech harm that men devyse. 
For joye that aftir shal aryse. 
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* Rope, m deaire to cacche victorie ; 
In Hope, of love is al tlie glorie, 
For Hope m al that love may yive ; 
Nere Hope* ther shulde no lover IWe. 
Blesaid be Hope^ which with deayre 
Avaunceth lovers in such mauere. 
Good-Hope h curteia for to pleie^ 
To kepe lovers from al disese. 
Hope kepith hb lurid, Rod wol abyde. 
For aoy peril that may betyde ; 
For Hope to loversj aa moat cheef, 
Doth hem anduren al ifiieebeef j 
Hope is her help, whan mister is. 
And 1 sbal yeve thee eek^ y-wis. 
Three other thingis^ that gre©t solas 
Doth to hem that be in my las, 

'The Jirste good that may be fonnde. 
To hem that in my lace be boimde, 
la Swete-Tbouj^ht, for to recorde 
Thing wbei'with thou canst ace or do 
Beat in tli yn herte, wher she be ; 
Thought in absence is good to thee. 
Wlian any lover doth compleynej 
And liveth in dlstresse and peyne. 
Than Swete^Thought shal cnme^ as blyv©j 
Attey his angre for to dryve. 
It maktth loverg bave remembraunce 
Of comfort J and of high pleaaunce, 
That Hope bath higbt him for to winne 
For Thought anoon than shal higinne^ 
Ai ier^ god wot, as he can hndej 
To make a mirrour of his minde j 
For to hi ho I da be wol not lette. 
Hir person be sbal afore him aette, 
Hir laagliing eyen, persaunt and clere, 
Hir shape, hir fourme, hir goodly chere^ ^ 
Hir inou til that m so gratdousj 
So swete^ and eek so aaveroua ; 
Of alle hir fetures he shal take bede, 
Hk eyen with alle hir iime» fede. 
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' Thus Swete-Thenking shal aswage 
The peyne of lovers, and hir rage. 
Thv joye shal double, withoute gesse. 
Whan thou thenkist on hir semlinesse. 
Or of hir laughing, or of hir chere. 
That to thee made thy lady dere. 
This comfort wol I that thou take ; 
And if the next thou wolt forsake 
AVhich is not lesse saverous. 
Thou shuldist been to daungerous. 

' The secounde shal be Swete-Speche, 
That hath to many oon be leche. 
To brinfe hem out of wo and were. 
And helpe many a bachilere ; 
And many a lady sent socoure. 
That have loved par-amour. 
Through speking, whan they mighten here 
Of hir lovers, to hem so dere. 
To hem it voidith al hir smerte. 
The which is closed in hir herte. 
In herte it makith hem glad and light, 
Speche, whan they mowe have sight. 
And therfore now it cometh to minde 
In olde dawes, as I finde. 
That clerkis writen that hir knewe, 
Ther was a lady fresh of hewe. 
Which of hir love made a song. 
On him for to remembre among. 
In which she seide, " Whan that I here 
Speken of him that is so dere. 
To me it voidith al my smerte, 
Y-wis, he sit so nere myn herte. 
To speke of him, at eve or morwe. 
It cureth me of al my sorwe. 
To me is noon so high plesaunce 
As of his persone dsSiaunce." 
She wist tul wel that Swete-Speking 
Comfortith in ful muche thing. 
Hir love she had fill wel assayed. 
Of him she was ful wel apayed ; 



78 



THE POETICAL WORKS 



To speke of him liir joye was set. 
Tlierforo I rede thee that tlioii get 
A felowe that can wel con eel e 
And kepe thy counsel, and wel hele, 
1 o whom go she we hooUy thyu berte^ 
Both wele and wo, joye and smert© ; 
To ffete comfort to htm thou gOj 
And privily J between yow two. 
Ye shal sfieke of tliat i^oodly thin^, 
ITiat hath thyn herte in hir keping ; 
Of hir beaute nad hit semblaunce^ 
And of hlr goodly couuteuauiuve* 
Of al thy i?tate thou shalt him sey. 
And aiske liim <;oun6eil how thou may 
Do any thiitg that may litr pleio ; 
For it to thee shal do gret e&e, 
That he may wite thou trust him so, 
Bothe of thy wele and of thy wo. 
And if his herte to love be eet^ 
His companye i^ muehe the bet. 
For resouu wol, he she we to thee 
Al uttirly hifi privite ; 
Aud what she m he loveth so, 
To thee pleynly he shal uudo, 
Withoute drede of any shame, 
Bothe telle liir renouu and hir name, 
Tlian ahal he further, ferre and ueto. 
And namely to thy lady dere> 
In siker wyse ; ye, every other 
Shal helt>en as hU^owne brother. 
In trouthe withoute doublenosaej 
And kepen cloos in sikeriiease. 
For it h aohle tlimg, in fay. 
To have a man thou darst say 
Thy prive counsel every del ; 
For that wol comfort thee right wel. 
And thou shalt holde thee wel a payed, 
\!r'liaD Buch a freend thou hast assayed. 
* The thridde good of greet comfort 
That yeveth to lovers most dtj^port^ 
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Comith of sight and biholding^ 

That clepid is Swete-Loking, 

The whiche may noon ese do. 

Whan thou art fer thy lady fro ; 

Wherfore thou prese alwey to be 

In place, where thou mayst hir se. 

For it is thing most amorous. 

Most delitable and saverous, 

For to aswage a mannas sorowe. 

To sene his lady by the morowe. 

For it is a ful noble thinge 

Whan thyn eyen have meting 

With that relyke precious, 

Wherof they oe so desirous. 

But al day after, soth it is. 

They have no drede to faren amis. 

They dreden neither wind ne reyn, 

Ne yit non other manor peyn. 

For whan thyn eyen were thus in blis, 

Yit of hir curtesye, y-wis, 

Aloon they can not nave hir joye. 

But to the herte they it convoye ; 

Part of hir blis to him they sonde. 

Of al this harm to make an ende. 

The eye is a good messangere. 

Which can to the herte in such manere 

Tidyngis sonde, that he hath seen. 

To voide him of his peynes cleen. 

Wherof the herte reioyseth so 

That a gret party of his wo 

Is void^, and put awey to flight 

Right as the derknesse of the night 

Is chased with clerenesse of the mono. 

Right so is al his wo fill sone 

Devoided clone, whan that the sight 

Biholden may that fresshe wight 

That the herte desyreth so. 

That al his derknesse is ago ; 

For than the herte is al at ese. 

Whan they seen that that may hem plese. 
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'Now have 1 thee declared al-out^ 
Of tliat tlmu were in drede and doiit ; 
For 1 have told thee feilhfully 
What thee in ay curen utterly. 
And alle lovers that wole be 
Feithfulj and fut of stahilfte. 
Good- Hope alwey kepe by thy Gyde^ 
And Swete^rhought make eek abyde, 
Swete-Loking- and Swete-5peche ; 
Of alle thyn harmea they shal be lech a 
Of every thou shalt have greet plesaunce ; 
If thou canst byde in sufFerauncej 
And serve wel mthout feyntyse, 
Thoti shalt be quit of thyn empryae, 
W^ith more guerdouoj if that thou live 
But al this tyme thisi I thee yive/ 

The God of Love whan al the day 
Had taug-ht me^ as ye have herd say. 
And enfourmed compendiously. 
He vanished awey al sod ey lily. 
And I alone lefle^ al gole^ 
So ful of compleynt and of dole. 
For I saw no other man tber tne by. 
My woundea me greved wondirly ; 
Me for to curen no-thing- I knew. 
Save the botoun brig-bt of hew, 
Wheron was set hooUy my thought ; 
Of other comfort knew I DOU|rht, 
But it were through the God of Love ; 
I knew nat elles to my bihove 
lliat mij^ht me e*e or comfort gete, 
But-if he woldo him entermete* 

The roser was, withoute doutej 
Closed with an be^ge withoute^ 
As ye toforn have herd me seyn I 
And fast 1 bisied, and wold a fayu 
Have pa^^ed the haye, if I might 
Have geteu in by niiy slight 
Unto the botoun so fair to eeo. 
But ever I dradde blamed to be^ 
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If men wolde have suspeccioun 

That I wolde of entencioun 

Have stole the roses that ther were ; 

Therfore to entre I was in fere. 

But at the last^ as I bithought 

Whether I sholde passe or nought^ 

I saw com with a gladde chere 

To me^ a lusty bachelere^ 

Of ffood stature^ and of good hight^ 

And Bialacoil forsothe he hight. 

Sone he was to Curtesy, 

And he me graunted ful gladly 

The passage of the outer hay. 

And seide : — ^ Sir, how that ye may 

Passe, if it your wille be. 

The fresshe roser for to see. 

And ye the swete savour fele. 

Your warrant may I be right wele ; 

So thou thee kepe fro folye, 

Shal no man do thee vilanye. 

If I may helpe you in ought, 

I shal not feyne, dredeth nought ; 

For I am bounde to your servyse. 

Fully devoide of feyntyse.' 

Than unto Bialacoil saide I, 

* I thank you, sir, ful hertely. 

And your biheest I take at gree. 

That ye so goodly profer me ; 

To you it cometh of greet fraunchyse. 

That ye me profer your servyse.' 

Than aftir, ful deliverly. 

Through the breres anoon wente I, 

Wherof encombred was the hay. 

I was wel plesed, the soth to say. 

To see the botoun fair and swote. 

So fresshe spronge out of the rote. 

And Bialacoil me served wel. 
Whan I so nygh me mighte fele 
Of the botoun the swete odour. 
And so lusty hewed of colour. 
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But thiiTi a eherl (foule him btiyde !) 

Bisyde the roses ^aii Lim hyde^ 

To kepe the roses of that roser. 

Of whom tlio name was Daung^er. 

This cherl wns hid there in the greves. 

Covered with grasse and with leves. 

To spye and take whom that he fond 

Unto that roser putte an hond* 

He wat not m\&^ for ther was ma ; 

For with him were other two 

Of wt kked itjaner«j and yvel fame. 

That oon was clepid^ by his namej 

Wi kked -Ton g-e, g^d yeve him sorwe 1 

For neither at evej ne at morwe, 

He can of no man no g^ood apeke^ 

On many a just man doth he wreke. 

Titer was a wommati cek, that hight 

8hamej that, who can I'eken rightj 

Trespas was hir fadir namej 

Hir moder Ilesoun ; and thu? was Shame 

On lyve brou^bt of these ilk two. 

And yet had Treapas never ado 

With Rei30un, ne never ley hir by^ 

He waij so hidous and ugly, 

1 mene^ this that Trespas bight ; 

But Resoun coiiceyi^eth, of a sight, 

Bhamej of that I apak afbrn. 

And whan that Sbame was thus bornj 

It was ordeynedj that Chastitee 

Slitihle of the roser lady be^ 

^V'hichj of the botonns more and Ibbj 

With sondry folk assailed was, 

Tliat she ne wiste what to do. 

For Venus hir assaiUth so, 

TTiat night and day from hir she stal 

BotOLins? and roses over-ai« 

To Hesoun than prayeth C^hastitae^ 

Whom Venus flemed over the aee^ 

That ahe hir doughter wolde hir lene^ 

To kepe the roser fresh and grene. 
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Anoon Resoun to Chastitee 
Is fully assented that it be^ 
And grauntid hir^ at hir request^ 
That Shame, bicause she is honest, 
Shal keper of the roser be. 
And thus to kepe it ther were three. 
That noon shulde hardy be ne bold 
(Were he yonff, or were he old) 
Ageyn hir wille awey to here 
Botouns ne roses, that ther were. 
I had wel sped, had I not been 
Awayted with these three, and seen. 
For Bialacoil, that was so fair. 
So gracious and debonair, 
Quitte him to me ful curteisly. 
And, me to plese, bad that I 
Shuld drawe me to the botoun nere ; 
Prese in, to touche the rosere 
Which bar the roses, he yaf me leve ; 
This graunt ne might but litel greve. 
And for he saw it lyked me. 
Right nvgh the botoun pullede he 
A leef al grene, and yaf me that. 
The which ful nygh the botoun sat ; 
I made me of that leef ful queynt 
And whan I felte I was aqueynt 
With Bialacoil, and so prive, 
I wende al at my wille had be. 
Then wex I hardy for to tel 
To Bialacoil how me bifel 
Of Love, that took and wounded me. 
And seide : ^ Sir, so mote I thee, 
I may no joye have in no wyse. 
Upon no syde, but it ryse ; 
For sithe (if I shal not feyne) 
In herte I have had so gret peyne. 
So gret annoy, and such affray. 
That I ne wot what I shal say ; 
I drede your wrath to disserve. 
Lever me were, that knyves kerve 
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My body aliulde in peem smnlle. 

Than ia any wyse it shulde falle 

That ve wratthed shulde been with me.* 

^Sey iwaldely thy will^j' quod he^ 

'I uil be wroth, if that I may. 

For nought tJmt tliou ehalt to me say/ 

Thamie eeide I, ^ Sir^ not you displese 
To knoweu of my greet unese. 
In which only loFe hath me brought ; 
For peynea greet, disese and thoiig^ht. 
Fro day to day he doth me dry© ; 
Suppo«eth not J air, that 1 lye. 
In me fyve woundes dide he make, 
Tl]e eore of which e shal never slake 
But ye the botoun grau ute me, 
Wliich is most pasisaurit of heautee. 
My lyf, my deth^ and my martyre, 
Ai)d tresour that I most desyre/ 

Than BialacoU, affrayed all^ 
Seyde, ^ Sir, it may not fall ; 
That ye desire^ it may not ryse. 
What ? wolde ye shende me in this wyae? 
A mochel foole than I were^, 
If I Huffrid you awey to here 
The Jresh l*otoun, so fair of si^ht 
For it were neither akile ne ri^ht 
Of the roaer ye broke the rindj 
Or take the rose aforn his kind ; 
Ye ar not courteys to aske it* 
Lat it stil on the roser sit. 
And growe til it amended be^ 
And parfitly come to heaute. 
I nolde not that it pulled wer 
Fro the roser that it her. 
To me it is ao lee f and dere.* 

With that sterte out anoon Daungere^ 
Out of the place where he wns hid, 
nis malice h\ his chere waa kid ; 
FuJ greet he was, and blak of hewe, 
Sturdy and hidouSj who*io him koewe i 
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Like sharp urchouns his here was growe^ 
His eyes rede as the fire-glow ; 
His nose frounced Ail kirked stood^ 
He com criand as he were wood^ 
And seide, ^ Bialacoil^ tel me why 
Thou bringest hider so boldly 
Him that so nygh is the roser ? 
Thou worchist in a wrong maner ; 
He thenkith to dishonour thee^ 
Thou art wel worthy to have maugree 
To late him of the roser wit ; 
Who serveth a feloun is yvel quit. 
Thou woldist have doon greet bountee^ 
And he with shame wolde quyte thee. 
Flee hennes^ felowe ! I rede thee go ! 
It wanteth litel I wol thee slo ; 
For Bialacoil ne knew thee nought^ 
Whan thee to serve he sette his thought ; 
For thou wolt shame him^ if thou mighty 
Bothe ageyn resoun and right. 
I wol no more in thee aflFye, 
That comest so slyghly for tespye ; 
For it preveth wonder wel, 
Thv slight and tresoun every del.' 

I durst no more ther make abode. 
For the cherl, he was so wode ; 
So gan he threten and manace. 
And thurgh the haye he did me chace. 
For feer of him I tremblid and quook. 
So cherlishly his heed he shook ; 
And seide, if efl he might me take, 
I shulde not from his hondis scape. 

Than Bialacoil is fled and mate. 
And I al sole, disconsolate, 
Was left aloon in peyne and thought ; 
For shame, to deth I was nygh brought. 
Than thought I on myn high foly. 
How that my body, utterly. 
Was yeve to peyne and to martyre ; 
And therto hadde I so gret yre. 
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That 1 110 dtirst the liayes passe ; 
T!iere was non hope, there was no graceT 
I trowe never man wiste of peyne. 
But he were laced in Laves cheyne ; 
Ne no man wotj and sooth it ia, 
But-if he love, what anger is* 
Love lioldith hh heest to me Hght wele, 
Wlian poyne he seide I ahulda fele. 
Non herte may thenke, ne tunge seytie, 
A quarter of my wo and peyne* 
I might not with the anger laste ; 
Myn herte itt poynt was for to braate, 
W'Tian I thoiiglit on the tosGj tliat so 
Was through Daunger cast me fro. 

A long whyl etood I in that state, 
m that me saugh so mad and mate 
The lady of the highe ward, 
Which from hir tour lokid thiderward* 
Resoun men clepe that lady, 
Which from tir tour deliverly 
Come douQ to me withonten more. 
But she was neither yong, ne hore, 
Ne high ne low, ne fat ne leae, 
But beat J as it were in a inene, 
Hir eyen two were cleer and light 
Aa any candel that brenneth bright ; 
And on hir heed she hadde a crown* 
Hir ^emede wel an high persoun ; 
For rounde enviroun, hir crownet 
Waa ful of riche stonls fret, 
Hir goodly semblauntj by devj^s, 
1 trowe were ma;id in paradys ; 
Nature had never su€)h a graee, 
To forge a werk of such compace» 
For certeyn, hot the letter lye, 
God him-ailf, that is ^o highj 
Made hir aft ir his image, 
And yaf liir »itb feich avauntage, 
Tliat she hath might and seignoryc 
To kepe men from al folye ; 
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Who-so wole trowe hir lore, 
Ne may offenden nevermore. 

And whyl I stood thus derk and pale^ 
Resoun bigan to me hir tale ; 
She seide : ^ Al hayl^ my swete frend ! 
Foly and childhood wol thee shend^ 
Which thee have put in greet affray ; 
Thou hast bought dere the tyme of May^ 
That made thyn herte mery to be. 
In yvel tyme thou wentist to see 
The gardin^ wherof Ydilnesse 
Bar the keye^ and was maistresse 
Whan thou yedest in the daunce 
With hir, and haddest aqueyntaunce : 
Hir aqueyntaunce is perilous. 
First sofle, and aftirward noyous ; 
She hath thee trasshed, withoute ween ; 
The God of Love had thee not seen, 
Ne hadde Ydilnesse thee conveyed 
In the verger where Mirthe him pleyed. 
If Foly have supprised thee. 
Do so that it recovered be ; 
And be wel war to take no more 
Counsel, that greveth aflir sore ; 
He is wys that wol himsilf chastyse. 
And though a young man in any wyse 
Trespace among, and do foly, 
Lat him not tarye, but hastily 
Lat him amende what so be mis. 
And eek I counseile thee, y-wis. 
The God of Love hooUy foryet. 
That hath thee in sich pe3me set. 
And thee in herte tormented so. 
I can nat seen how thou mayst go 
Other weyes to garisoun ; 
For Daunger, that is so feloun. 
Felly purposith thee to werrey. 
Which is ful cruel, the soth to sey. 

^ And yit of Daunger cometh no blame. 
In reward of my doughter Shame, 
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Whicli hstih the roses in Iiir wardfe. 

As she that m^y be no musarde. 

And Wikkc?d-Tungt? is with these two^ 

That Euffrith na maQ thider so ; 

For er a thing be do^ he shalj 

Where that he comethj over-al> 

In foarty places, if it be sought, 

Seye thing that never was doon ne wrought ; 

So moche treeoun is in his male^ 

Of falsnesse for to feyne a tale. 

Thou deles t with angry folk, y-wis j 

Wlierfor to thee it hettir is 

From these folk awey to fare^ 

For they wol make thee live in care, 

llns is the yvel that Love they calle, 

Wherin ther is but foly hWb, 

Fof love h foly everydel ; 

Who loveth, in no wyse may do wel, 

Ne setto his thou|fht on no g-ood werk. 

His scole he lesith, if he be clerk ; 

Of other craft ©ek if he he. 

He ahal not thryve therin ; for he 

In love shall have more passioun 

Than monke, hermyte, or chanoun. 

The peyne is hard^ out of meaurcj 

The joye may eek no wliyl endure ; 

And in the posaesgioun 

Is muche trihulacioun ; 

The Joye it is so short-lasting, 

And but in happe is the geting^ ; 

For 1 see ther many in tnivaille. 

That ntte laste foule fayle. 

I was no-thing thy couneelerj 

Whan thou wert maad the homager 

Of God of Love to hastily ; 

Ther waw no wigdomj but foly* 

Thyn herte wtk& joly, hut not sage, 

l^'^iiu thou were brought in sich a rage. 

To yelde thee so redily^ 

And to Lave J of his gret maistry. 
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* I rede thee Love awey to dryve. 
That makith thee recche not of thy lyve. 
The foly more fro day to day 
Shal growe^ hut thou it putte away. 
Take with thy teeth the bridel faste^ 
To daunte thyn herte ; and eek thee caste^ 
If that thou mayst^ to gete defence 
For to redresse thy first offence. 
Who-so his herte alwey wol leve, 
Shal finde among that shal him greve.' 

Whan I hir herd thus me chastyse^ 
I answerd in ful angry wyse. 
I prayed hir cessen of hir speche^ 
Outher to chastyse me or teche^ 
To hidde me my thought refreyne^ 
Which Love hath caught in his demeyne : — 
* What ? wene ye Love wol consent. 
That me assailith with howe hent. 
To draw myn herte out of his honde. 
Which is so quikly in his honde ? 
That ye counsayle, may never be ; 
For whan he first arested me. 
He took myn herte so hool him til, 
That it is no-thing at my wil ; 
He taughte it so him for to obey. 
That he it sparred with a key. 
I pray yow lat me be al stiUe. 
For ye may wel, if that ye wille. 
Your worais waste in idilnesse ; 
For utterly, withouten gesse, 
Al that ye seyn is but in veyne. 
Me were lever dye in the peyne. 
Than Love to me-ward shulde arette 
Falsheed, or tresoun on me sette. 
I wol me gete prys or blame. 
And love trewe, to save my name ; 
Who me chastysith, I him hate.* 

With that word Resoun wente hir gate. 
Whan she saugh for no sermoning 
She might me fro my foly bring. 
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Than dismayed , I iefte aj tool, 

FonverjTj forwandred as a fool. 

For I ne knew no chevisautice. 

Tlian fel into my remembriimicej 

How Love txide me to purveye 

A felowCj tu whom I miglite seye 

My counsel atid my priveto, 

For that sliulde muctie avail e me. 

With that hi thought I me^ that I 

Hadde a fclowo fa^te by^ 

Trew© and sikerj curteys, and hendj 

And he was called by Game a Freend ; 

A trewer felowe was oo-wher noon. 

In haste to him I wente anooUj 

And to him al my wo 1 tolde. 

Fro him right nought 1 wold withholde, 

1 tolde him al withoute were. 

And made my compleynt on Daungere, 

How for to see he was hidouBj 

And to-me-ward contrarious ; 

The wbielie through his crueite 

Was in poynt to liavo meygaed me ; 

With Bialacoil whan he me sey 

Within the gardyu vvalke and plejj 

Fro me he made him for to go. 

And 1 bilefle aloon in wo ; 

I durat no lengtjr with him speke, 

For Dauuger acide he wolde be wreke. 

Whan that he }Aawe how I wente 

The fresshe batoun for to bente. 

If 1 were hardy to come neer 

Bitweue the hay and the roser. 

This Freeiid, whan he wiste of my thought 
He diacomforted me right nonght^ 
But seide^ ^ Felowe, be no so mad, 
Ne so abaysshetl nor bistad. 
My-silf 1 knowe ftil wel Uaun^ere^ 
And how he is feers of hia cherCj 
At prime tern pa j Ijove to manaco ; 
Ful ofte r have hen in hia caai. 
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A feloun first though that he be^ 

Aftir thou shalt him souple see. 

Of long passed I knew him wele ; 

Ungoodly first though men him fele. 

He wol meek aftir^ in his bering, 

Been^ for service and obeysshiug. 

I shal thee telle what thou shalt do : — 

Mekely I rede thou go him to. 

Of herte pray him specialy 

Of thy trespace to have mercy. 

And bote him wel, him here to plese, 

That thou shalt nevermore him displese. 

Who can best serve of flatery, 

Shal plese Daunger most uttirly.' 

My Freend hath seid to me so wel. 
That he me esid hath somdel. 
And eek allegged of my torment ; 
For through him had I hardement 
Agayn to Daunger for to go, 
Topreve if I might meke him so. 

To Daunger cam I, al ashamed. 
The which aforn me hadde blamed, 
Desyring for to pese my wo ; 
But over hegge durst I not go. 
For he forbad me the passage. 
I fond him cruel in his rage. 
And in his bond a gret burdoun. 
To him I knelid lowe adoun, 
Ful meke of port, and simple of chore. 
And seide, ^ Sir, I am comen here 
Only to aske of you mercy. 
That greveth me, sir, ful gretly 
That ever my lyf I wratthed you, 
But for to amende I am come now. 
With al my might, bothe loude and stille. 
To doon right at your owne wille ; 
For Love made me for to do 
That I have trespassed hidirto ; 
Fro whom I ne may withdrawe myn herte ; 
Yit shal I never, for joy ne smerte, 
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What sD bifalie^ good or ille, 
Oifeiide more ag'eyn your wille. 
Lever I have eudure dtse^e 
Than do that shulde you displese, 

^ 1 you require ajn3 pray, that ye 
Of me have mercy and pitecj 
To stinte your yxe that greveth soj 
That 1 wole swere for evermo 
To be redressid at your lykiug^ 
If I trespass© in any thing ; 
8aye that I pray thee grauute me 
A thing that may uat warned be. 
That I may lovej al only ; 
Non other thing of you aske 1. 
I shal doon elle^ wel^ y-wisj 
If of yonr grace ye graunte me thii;. 
And ye ue may not letten me^ 
For wel wot ye tliat love is free. 
And 1 shal loven, sith that I wilj 
Wlio-ever lyke it wel or il ; 
And yit ne wold I^ for al Fraunce, 
Do tniug to do you displesaunce/ 

Than Uaonger fil in bis enteiit 
For to foryeve his maltalent ; 
But all bia wrattbe yit at laste 
He bath role^ed;, I prey da so faste : 
Shortly he seide^ ' lliy request 
It not to mocbel dishonest { 
Ne I wol not werne it thee, 
For yit no-thing eugi'cvetb me. 
For though thou love thus evermore^ 
To me is neither softe ne sore. 
Love wher thee list ; what recchitb me. 
So thou fer fro my rosea be? 
Trust not on me^ for noon assay. 
In any tyme to passe the bay/ 
Til us hath he graunted my pray ere. 

Than wente I forth j wi thou ten were. 
Onto my Freend^ and tolde him al, 
\\Tiicb was right joyful of my tale. 
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He seide^ ^ Now goth wel thyn afiaire^ 
He shal to thee be debonaire. 
Thonf^h he afom was dispitous^ 
He shal heeraftir be gracious. 
If he were touchid on som good veyne^ 
He shuld yit rewen on thy peyne. 
Suffre^ I lede^ and no boost make^ 
Til thou at good mes mayst him take. 
By suffraunce^ and by wordis softe^ 
A man may overcomen ofte 
Him that afom he hadde in drede^ 
In bookis sothly as I rede.' 

Thus hath my Freend with gret comfort 
Avaunced me with high disport^ 
Wliich wolde me good as mich as I. 
And thanne anoon ful sodeynly 
I took my leve^ and streight I went 
Unto the hay ; for gret talent 
I had to seen the fresh botoun^ 
^VTierin lay my salvacioun ; 
And Daunger took kepe^ if that I 
Kepe him covenaunt trewly. 
So sore I dradde his manasing^ 
I durst not broken his bidding ; 
For^ lest that I were of him shent^ 
I brak not his comaundement^ 
For to purchase his good wil. 
It was nard for to come ther-til^ 
His mercy was to fer bihinde ; 
I wepte^ for I ne might it finde. 
I compleyned and sighed sore^ 
And languisshed evermore^ 
For I durst not over go 
Unto the rose I loved so. 
Thurghout my doming outerly^ 
Than had he knowlege certeinly^ 
That Love me ladde in sich a wyse^ 
That in me ther was no feyntyse^ 
FaLsheed^ ne no trecherye. 
And yit he^ ful of vilanye^ 
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Of disdeyne^ and cruelte^ 
On me ne wolde have pite, 
His cruel wil for to refreyne, 
Though 1 wepe alwey, and compleyne. 

And while I was in this torment^ 
Were come of grace, by god sent, 
Fraunchyse, and with hir Pite 
Fulfild the hotoun of bountee 
They go to Daunger anon-right. 
To farther me with al hir might. 
And helpe in worde and in dede. 
For wel they saugh that it was nede. 
First, of hir grace, dame Fraunchyse 
Hath taken word of this empryse : 
She seide, ^ Daunger, gret wrong ye do 
To worche this man so muche wo. 
Or pynen him so angerly ; 
It is to you gret vilany. 
I can not see why, ne how, 
That he hath trespassed ageyn you. 
Save that he loveth ; wherfore ye shulde 
The more in cherete of him holde. 
The force of love makith him do this ; 
Who wolde him blame he dide amis ? 
He leseth more than ye may do ; 
His peyne is hard, ye may see, lo ! 
And Love in no wyse wolde consents 
That he have power to repente ; 
For though that quik ye wolde him sloe. 
Fro Love his herte may not go. 
Now, swete sir, is it your ese 
Him for to angre or disese ? 
Alias, what may it you avaunce 
To doon to him so greet grevaunce ? 
What worship is it agayn him take. 
Or on your man a werre make, 
Sith he so lowly every wyse 
Is redy, as ye lust devyse ? 
If Love hath caught him in his lace. 
You for t'obeye in every caas. 
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And been your suget at your wille, 
Shulde ye therfore willen him ille ? 
Ye shulde him spare more^ al-out^ 
Than him that is bothe proud and stout. 
Curtesye wol that ye socour 
Hem that ben meke undir your cure. 
His herte is hard^ that wole not meke. 
Whan men of mekenesse him biseke.' 

' That is certeyn/ seide Pite ; 
' We see ofte that humilitee 
Bothe ire, and also felonye 
Venquissheth, and also melancolye ; 
To stonde forth in such duresse. 
This crueltee and wikkednesse. 
AVherfore I pray you, sir Daungere, 
For to mayntene no lenger here 
Such cruel werre agayn your man. 
As hoolly youres as ever he can ; 
Nor that ye worchen no more wo 
On this caytif that languisshith so. 
Which wol no more to you trespasse. 
But put him hoolly in your grace. 
His offense ne was but lyte ; 
The God of Love it was to wyte. 
That he your thral so gretly is. 
And if ye harm him, ye doon amis ; 
For he hath had ful hard penaunce, 
Sith that ye refte him th'aqueyntaunce 
Of Bialacoil, his moste joye. 
Which alle his peynes might acoye. 
He was bifom anoyed sore. 
But than ye doubled him wel more ; 
For he of blis has ben ful bare, 
Sith Bialacoil was fro him fare. 
Love hath to him do greet distresse. 
He hath no nede of more duresse. 
Voideth from him your ire, 1 rede ; 
Ye may not winnen in his dede. 
Maketh Bialacoil repeire ageyn, 
And haveth pite upon his peyn ; 
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For Fratinehise wol, and I, Pitej 
Tliat merciful to him ye be ; 
Aed sith that she and I accords^ 
Havci upon him miserrcitrde ; 
For I you praVj and eek moneste, 
Nought to re fasten our recjueste ; 
For he is hard and fel of thou^btj 
That for us two wol da right uougLt.' 

Daun^r ne nii^ht no more eudure. 
He meked him unto mean re. 

' I wol in no wyae/ seith Daungere, 
' Denye that ye nave asked here ; 
It were to greet uncurtesye. 
I wol ye have the companye 
Of Bialacoilj aa ye devyse ; 
I wol him letten hi no wyse.' 

To Bialacoil than weute in hy 
FraunchyBe, and seide ful curteisly : — 
' Ye have to looge be deigtioua 
Unto thia lover ^ and daungeroiiSj 
Fro him to withdrawe your presence, 
IftTiich hath do to him grete offence. 
That ye not wolde upon Inm see ; 
Wherfore a aorowful man is he. 
Shape ye to paye him^ and to plese. 
Of my love if ye wol have ese. 
Fulfil his wQj 81 th that ye know'e 
Daunger h dauuted and brought low© 
Tliurgh help of me and of Pite ; 
You thar no more afered be/ 

^ I shal do right as ye wilj* 
Sfiith Bialacoil, ' for it is skilj 
Sith Da u Tiger wol thiit it io be/ 
Tlian Frannchise hath him sent to me. 

Bialacoil at the higinning 
Salued me in his coming. 
No straungenea was in him seaOj 
No more than he ne had wrathed been. 
As faire semblaunt than shewed he me. 
And goodly^ a& atom did he i 
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And by the honde^ withouten doute^ 
Within the haye, right al aboute 
He ladde me^ with right good chere^ 
Al environ the vergere. 
That Daunger had me chased fro. 
Now have I leve over-al to go ; 
Now am I raised, at my devys. 
Fro helle unto paradys. 
Thus Bialacoil, of gentilnesse. 
With alle his peyne and besinesse. 
Hath shewed me, only of grace. 
The estres of the swote place. 

I saw the rose, whan I was nigh. 
Was gretter woxen, and more high. 
Fresh, rody, and fair of hewe. 
Of colour ever yliche newe. 
And whan I had it longe seen, 
I saugh that through the leves grene 
The rose spredde to spanishing ; 
To sene it was a goodly thing. 
But it ne was so spred on brede. 
That men within might knowe the sede ; 
For it covert was and enclose 
Bothe with the leves and with the rose. 
The stalk was even and grene upright. 
It was theron a goodly sight ; 
And wel the better, withouten wene. 
For the seed was not y-sene. 
Ful faire it spradde, god it blesse ! 
For suche another, as I gesse, 
Afom ne was, ne more vermayle. 
I was abawed for merveyle. 
For ever, the feirer that it was. 
The more I am bounden in Loves laas. 

Longe I abood there, soth to saye, 
m Bialacoil I gan to praye. 
Whan that I saw him in no wyse 
To me wamen his servyse. 
That he me wolde graunte a thing. 
Which to remembre is wel sitting ; 




This is to sayne, that of his craca 

He wolda ixie yeve ley^er and space 

To me that wns> so desirous 

To have a kigaiiig precious 

Of the g'oodly fresh e rosSj 

Thiit swetely smelletb in my nofee ; 

* For if it you displesed noug'ht, 

1 wolde gladlyj as I have sought. 

Have a cos therof freely 

Of your yeft ; for certainly 

I wol tion have but by your leve. 

So ioth jne were you for to ^reve/ 

He aayde, ' Frend^ so god ma spede. 
Of Chastite I have suche drede^ 
Thou shuldest not warned be for me. 
But I dar not, for C-'ha^tite. 
Agayn hir dar I not misdo. 
For alwey biddeth she me bo 
To yeve no lover leve to kisse ; 
For who therto may winnen^ y-wia^ 
He of the surplus of the pray 
May live in hope to get mm day. 
For who so kissing may attayne. 
Of lovea peyne hiith^ soth to sayue. 
The heste and most avenauiit^ 
And ernest of the remenaunt* 

Of his a us we re 1 sv^bed sore ; 
I durst assaye him tbo uo more, 
1 had such drede to grcve him ay. 
A man sbulde not to muehe assaye 
To chafe his fr^nd out of mesui^, 
Nor put hb lyf in aventure ; 
For no man at the firete stroke 
Ne may nat fel!e doun an oke ; 
Nor of the reisins have the wyiie. 
Til grapes rype and wel afyue 
Be sore empressidj I you eiisure. 
And drawen out of the pressure. 
But I, fortieyned wonder ?tronge, 
Thought that I abood right longe 
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Aftir the kis^ in peyne and wo^ 
Sith I to kis desyred so : 
111 that^ rewing on my distresses 
Ther to me Venus the goddesse^ 
Which ay werreyeth Chastite^ 
Came of nir grace^ to socoure me^ 
Wlios might is knowe fer and wyde^ 
For she is modir of Cupyde, 
The God of Love^ blinde as stoon^ 
That helpith lovers many oon. 
This lady brought in hir right hond 
Of brenning fyr a biasing brond ; 
Wherof the flawme and hote fyr 
Hath many a lady in desyr 
Of love brought^ and sore het^ 
And in hir servise hir hertes set. 
This lady was of good entayle, 
Right wondirful of apparayle ; 
By hir atyre so bright and shene^ 
Men might perceyve wel, and seen. 
She was not of religioun. 
Nor I nil make mencioun 
Nor of hir robe, nor of tresour. 
Of broche, nor of hir riche attour ; 
Ne of hir girdil aboute hir syde. 
For that I nil not long abyde. 
But knowith wel, that certeynly 
She was arayed richely. 
Devoyd of pryde certeyn she was ; 
To Bialacou she wente a pas, 
And to him shortly, in a clause. 
She seide : ^ Sir, what is the cause 
Ye been of port so daungerous 
Unto this lover, and deynous, 
To graunte him no-thing but a kis f 
To weme it him ye doon amis ; 
Sith wel ye wote, how that he 
Is Loves servaunt, as ye may see. 
And hath beaute, wher-through he is 
Worthy of love to have the bus. 



THE POETICAL WORKS 



How he is semel^f biholde and seej 
How he is Mr, how he is free. 
How }ie h B^vvote sttid debonair^ 
Of age yon^j liiatyj and fair* 
Ther is no lady ao bauteynej 
Duchei^sej countesse, ua chaateleyne, 
lliat I ntdde holde hir ungoodly 
For to refuse him outerly. 
His breeth is aisa g'ood and awete. 
And eke his lippiB rody, and mete 
Only to pleyen, and to kisse^ 
Oraunte bim a kis^ of ^eutUnesse ! 
His teeth am also whyte mid cletie ; 
Me thinkith wrou^^ wtthouteii wene. 
If ye now weme hinij truetith mej 
To graunte tliat a km have be ; 
The lasg^ to hel|>e him that ye haste j 
llie more tyme shiil ye waste," 

Wlmn the flawme of the verry brond, 
That Venus brought in hir rii^^'ht houd. 
Had Biahicoil with hete ^mete, 
Anoon he bad, withouteu lette, 
Gmuute to me the rose kisse. 
H^an of my peyue 1 gan to UshCj 
And to the rose nuoon wente I, 
And kitfisid it ful feith fully, 
lliar no man aske if I was blythe, 
Whan the savour soft and lythe 
8trook to myn herte withoute more. 
And me ale^ged of my sore, 
So was 1 ful of joy e and bliissM. 
It is fair sich a IIout to klsse, 
It was so swote and saveroui. 
I miirht not b« so angui^sbouBj 
That I moto glnA and joly be, 
Wlmri that I remeiubre me. 
Yit ever among, sotbly to seyn, 
I go fire noye and moche peyn, 

111© see may never be mi itil, 
lliat with a litel wlnde it nil 
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Overwhelme and tume also^ 
As it were wood, in wawis go. 
Aftir the calm the trouble sone 
Mot folowe, and chaunge as the mone. 
Right so fareth Love, that selde in oon 
Holdith his anker ; for right anoon 
Whan they in ese wene best to live. 
They been with tempest al fordrive. 
Who serveth Love, can telle of wo ; 
The stoundemele joye mot overgo. 
Now he hurteth, and now he cureth. 
For selde in oo poynt Love endureth. 

Now is it right me to procede. 
How Shame gan medle and take hede, 
Thurgh whom felle angres I have had ; 
And how the stronge wal was maad. 
And the castell of brede and lengthe. 
That God of Love wan with his strengthe. 
Al this in romance wil I sette. 
And for no-thing ne wil I lette. 
So that it lyking to hir be. 
That is the flour of beaute ; 
For she may best my labour qujrte. 
That I for hir love shal endyte. 

Wikkid-Tunge, that the covyne 
Of every lover can devyne 
Worst, and addith more somdel, 
(For Wikkid-Tunge seith never wel). 
To me-ward bar he right gret hate. 
Espying me erly and late. 
Til he hath seen the grete chere 
Of Bialacoil and me y-fere. 
He mighte not his tunge withstonde 
Worse to reporte than he fonde. 
He was so ful of cursed rage ; 
It sat him wel of his linage. 
For him an Irish womman bar. 
His tunge was fyled sharp, and squar, 
Poignaunt and right kerving. 
And wonder bitter in speking. 
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For wlian that he me gan eipye, 

He swoorj affermiiig sikirly^ 

Bitwene BialacMDil and me 

W'as yvel aquayntaun*;^ and privee. 

He spak therof fto folilyj 

lliat he awakid Jelousy ; 

Which, al nfhiyed in his rysinp, 

Whaji that lie herd© hini jangling. 

He i*an anoon, as he were wooct^ 

To Bialacoil ther that he stood ; 

\iTiich hadde lever in this caaa 

Have been at Reynes or Amyas ; 

For foot-hoot J in his felonye 

To him thus seide Jelousye :— 

* Why hast thou been bo necligent^ 

To kepenj w^han I was absent, 

^'hii verger here left in tliy ward ? 

To me thou haddist no rewrai'd. 

To trust© (to thy confusloun) 

Him thus, to whom sugpeccionn 

I have right greets for it is nede ; 

It 19 wel shewed by the dede. 

Greet fatite in thee now have I founde l 

By god, anoon thou ahalt be bouude. 

And faj^te loken in a tour, 

Withoute refuvt or soeour. 

For Shame to long hath be thee fro ; 

Over sone she was ago. 

Whan thou hast lost both© dred© and fer#^ 

It semed wel she was not here. 

She wi^ not bisy, in no wyse. 

To kepe thee and to chastyse. 

And for to helpen Chaatitea 

To kepe the roaer, as thinkith me. 

For than this boy-knave so boldely 

N© sholde not have be hardy, 

Ne in thts ver^r had such game, 

\niiiih now he tumeth to gret ehame** 

Bialaeoil nti^t v\hat to my i 
Fill fayu he wold© have fled awey^ 
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For fere han hid^ nere than he 
Al sodeynly took him with me. 
And whan I saugh he hadde so^ 
This Jelousye^ take us two^ 
I was astoned^ and knew no rede^ 
But fledde awey for verrey drede. 

Than Shame cam forth ful simply ; 
She wende have trespaced ful gretly ; 
Humhle of hir port^ and made it simple^ 
Wering a vayle in stede of wimple^ 
As nonnis doon in hir abhey. 
Bicause hir herte was in a£^ay^ 
She gan to speke^ within a throwe^ 
To t^ousye, right wonder lowe. 
F^rst of his grace she bisought^ 
And seide : — ' Sire, ne leveth nought 
Wikkid-Tunge, that fels espye. 
Which is so glad to feyne and lye. 
He hath you maad, thurgh flatering. 
On Bialacoil a fals lesing. 
His folsnesse is not now anew. 
It is to long that he him knew. 
This is not the firste day ; 
For Wikkid-Tunge hath custom ay 
Yonge folkis to bewreve. 
And false lesinges on hem leye. 

^ Yit nevertheles I see among. 
That the loigne it is so longe 
Of Bialacoil, hertis to lure. 
In Loves servise for to endure. 
Drawing suche folk him to. 
That he had no-thing with to do ; 
But in sothnesse I trowe nought. 
That Bialacoil hadde ever in thought 
To do trespace or vilanye ; 
But, for his modir Curtesye 
Hath taught him ever for to be 
Good of aqueyntaunce and privee ; 
For he loveth non hevinesse. 
But mirthe and pley, and id gladnesse ; 
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He hatetb alle trecherous, 
Solejii folk and envious ; 
For wel ye witen how that he 
Wol ever glad and joyful be 
Honestly with folk to pley- 
I have b^ negligent, m good fey. 
To ehaatise him ; therfore now I 
Of herte crye you here mercy. 
That I have been bo recheles 
To tanieo hiotj wi thou ten lees. 
Of my foly I mo repente ; 
Now wol 1 hoc! sette myn entente 
To kepe^ hothe laiide and fttillcj 
Bialacoil to do your wille.' 

^ Shamej Shamej' s^eyde Jelousy, 
' To he bitrasshed pfret drede have J, 
Lecherye hath c!oml>e so bye. 
That almost blered ijs inyn ye ; 
No wonder is» if that drede have I, 
Over-al regnith Lechery, 
WlioB iniglit yit growrth niglit and day. 
Botbe in cloture and in abbey 
Chastite ia werreyed over-al, 
Therfore I wol with siker wal 
Close hotbe roses and rosen 
I have to longe xn this maner 
Left hem unclosid wilfully ; 
Wberfore I am right inwardly 
Sorowful and repente me. 
But now they ^hal no leng^er be 
Uneiofiid ; and yit I drede sore, 
1 shd repente ferthermore. 
For the game goth al amis. 
Counsel 1 mot take newe, y-wie, 
I have to longe trisided tbee^ 
But now it ahal no lenger be ; 
For he may best, in every co^at, 
Diaceyrej that men tristen most 
I see wel that 1 am nygh sbent^ 
But-if I iette my ful ent«nt 
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Remedye to purveye. 

Therfore close I shal the weye 

Fro hem that wol the rose espye. 

And come to wayte me vilanye^ 

For^ in good feith and in trouthe^ 

I wol not lette^ for no slouthe^ 

To live the more in sikimesse^ 

To make anoon a forteresse^ 

To enclose the roses of good savour. 

In middis shal I make a tour 

To putte Bialacoil in prisoun^ 

For ever I drede me of tresoun. 

I trowe I shal him kepe so^ 

That he shal have no might to go 

Ahoute to make companye 

To hem that thenke of vilanye ; 

Ne to no such as hath hen here 

Afom^ and founde in him good chere^ 

Which han assailed him to shende^ 

And with hir trowandyse to hlende. 

A fool is e3rth for to higyle ; 

But mayr I lyve a litel while. 

He shal foruienke his fair semhlaunt/ 

And with that word cam Drede avaunt^ 
Which was ahasshed, and in gret fere. 
Whan he wiste Jelousye was there. 
He was for drede in such affray. 
That not a word durste he say. 
But quaking stood ful stille aloon. 
Til Jelousye his wey was goon. 
Save Shame, that him not forsook ; 
Bothe Drede and she ful sore quook ; 
Til that at laste Drede ahreyde. 
And to his cosin Shame seyde : 
'Shame,' he seide, ^in sothfastnesse. 
To me it is gret hevinesse, 
That the noyse so fer is go, 
And the sclaundre of us two. 
But sith that it is so hifalle, 
We may it not ageyn do calle. 
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Wbaa onis sprongen is a fame. 

For many a yeer wittouten blama 

We hail been J and many a day ; 

For many an April and many a May 

We ban y-passed^ not ashamed^ 

Til Jelousye batb us blamed 

Of mistrust and suspecionn 

Cau&oleSj withouteu encbesoun. 

Go we to Daunger hastily. 

And late tis sliewc liim openly , 

That he batb not aright y-wroughtj 

Whan that he sette nought his thought 

To kepe better tlie purpryse ; 

In bis doing he is not wyee. 

He bath to us y-do gret wron^, 

Tliat hath suffined now so long 

Bialacoil to have his mile, 

AUe his lustes to fulfille. 

He must amende it utterly. 

Or ellis sbal lie vilayusly 

Exyled be out of this londe ; 

For he the werre may not withstonde 

Of Jelousygj nor the greef^ 

Sith Bialacoil h at miscbeef/ 

To DaungeFj ^hame and Drede atiooD 
Tlie righte wey ben botbe a-goon. 
Tlie cherl they found eu bem afom 
Ligginff undir an hawethorn. 
Undir his heed no pilowe was. 
But in the stede a trusse of f!;rss. 
He slombred, and a nappe be took, 
TO SLame pitouily him sbook^ 
And greet manace on him gan make. 
* M^hy slepist thou wban thou sbuld wake?* 
Quod Shame ; *^ tliou dost ua vilanye l 
Who tristitb thce^ he dotb folye^ 
To kepe roses or botounsj 
W^bau they ben faire in hir sesouns. 
Tbou art woxe to familiere 
"Vl^bere tbou sbulde be itraunge of chere^ 
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Stout of thy port, redy to ffreve. 

Thou dost ^et foly for to leve 

Bialacoil here-in, to calle 

The yonder man to shenden us alle. 

Though that thou slepe, we may here 

Of Jelousie gret noyse here. 

Art thou now late ? ryse up in hy. 

And stoppe sone and deliverly 

Alle the gappis of the hay ; 

Do no favour, I thee pray. 

It fallith no-thing to thy name 

Make &ir semhlaunt, where thou maist hlame. 

^ If Bialacoil be swete and free. 
Dogged and fel thou shuldist be ; 
Froward and outrageous, y-wis ; 
A cherl chaungeth that curteis is. 
This have I herd oite in seying. 
That man ne may, for no daunting. 
Make a sperhauke of a bosarde. 
Alle men wole holde thee for musarde. 
That debonair have founden thee ; 
It sit thee nought curteis to be ; 
To do men plesaunce or servyse. 
In thee it is recreaundyse. 
Let thy werkis, fer and nere. 
Be lyke thy name, which is Daungere.' 

Than, al abawid in shewing, 
Anoon spak Dreed, right thus seying. 
And seide, ^ Daunger, I drede me 
That thou ne wolt not bisy be 
To kepe that thou hast to kepe ; 
Whan thou shouldist wake, thou art aslepe. 
Thou shalt be greved certeynly. 
If thee aspye Jelousy, 
Or if he nnde thee in blame. 
He hath to-day assailed Shame, 
And chased awey, with gret manace, 
Bialacoil out of this place. 
And swereth shortly that he shal 
Enclose him in a sturdy wal ; 
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And al m for thy wikkednesaej 
For that thee failcth strauiigenesB©. 
Thyn herte, I trowe, be filled al ; 
Thou shalt reiietite in special , 
If Jealousy e tiie ^othe knewe ; 
Thou shalt fortheuke^ and sore re we, 

With that the cherl his clubbe gajj ghake^ 
Frouniug his eyen gun to tnakCj 
Atid hidous ehere ; as man in rage^ 
For ire he hrente in his vieaifie. 
Whan that he herde him hlamed soj 
He ieide;, * Out of my wit I go ; 
To he discomfit 1 have gret wroug, 
Certiffj I have now lived to lou^, 
Sith 1 ruay not this closer kepe ; 
Al quik 1 wolde be dolven depe^ 
If any man shal more repeire 
Into this garden^ fi>r foule or faire* 
Myn herte for ire ^oth a-fere. 
That I lete any entro here, 
T have do foly, novr 1 f^ee. 
But now it sual amended he. 
WTio eettith foot here any more^ 
Truly, he &hal repente it sore ; 
For no man mo into this place 
Of me to entre shal have grace^ 
Lever 1 hadde, with swerdis tweyne, 
Thurph-out myn herte, in every veyne 
Perced to tje^ with many a wounde, 
TImn ilouthe ^hulda irt me he founde. 
From hennesforth, by night or day, 
1 fihal defende it» if I may, 
Withoiiten miy ext^o^jcioun 
Of ech maner condicioun ; 
And if I any man it grauntCj 
Holdeth me for reereaunte/ 

Than Daun^er oo his feet gan stondCj 
And hente a burdomi in his honde. 
Wroth in his ire, ne lefle he noui^rht, 
But thurgh the verger he hath sought. 
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If lie might finde hole or trace^ 

Wher-thurgh that men mot forthby pace^ 

Or any gappe^ he dide it close^ 

That no man mighte touche a rose 

Of the roser al aboute ; 

He shitteth every man withoute. 

Thus day by day Daunger is wers^ 
More wondirfiil and more divers^ 
And feller eek than ever he was ; 
For him fill oft I singe ' alias !' 
For I ne may nought^ thurgh his ire^ 
Recover that I most desire. 
Myn herte^ alias, wol brest a-two. 
For Bialacoil I wratthed so. 
For certe3mly, in every membre 
I quake, whan I me remembre 
Of the botoun, which that I wolde 
Fulle ofte a day seen and biholde. 
And whan I thenke upon the kisse. 
And how muche joye and blisse 
I hadde thurgh the savour swete. 
For wante of it I grone and grete. 
Me thenkith I fele yit in my nose 
The swete savour of the rose. 
And now I woot that I mot go 
So fer the fresshe floures fro. 
To me ful welcome were the deeth ; 
Absens therof, alias, me sleeth ! 
For whylom with this rose, alias, 
I touched nose, mouth, and face ; 
But now the deeth I must abyde. 
But Love consente, another tyde. 
That onis I touche may and kisse, 
I trowe my peyne shal never lisse. 
Theron is al my coveityse. 
Which brent myn herte in many wyse. 
Now shal repaire aga3m sighinge. 
Long wacche on nightis, and no slepinge ; 
Thought in wisshing, torment, and wo. 
With many a turning to and fro. 
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That half my peyne I can uot telle. 

For I am falleB into helle 

From pamdys itnd welthCj the more 

My turmeiit greveth ; more and more 

Auoyeth now the bIttirneBsej 

That I toforn Iiave felt iwetae^e. 

And Wikkid-TiiDge^ thurgh his fyghedi 

Causeth al my wo and drede. 

On me he leyeth a pi tons chargCj 

Bicause his tun^e was to larg^e. 

Now it is tyme, shortly that I 
Telle you som -thing* of Jelousy, 
That was iu ^ret suiRpeoioiin, 
Ahoute htm lefte he no mai^ount 
That Btocn coude ieycj ne querrour ; 
He hired hem to make a tour. 
And first, the roses for to kepe, 
Ahoute hem made he a diche depe, 
Right wondir large, and also brood ; 
Upon the whiche also stood 
Oi fsi|usired stoon a sturdy wal, 
Which on a cragge was iounde-d alj 
And right ^et thikkeues«e eek it bar, 
Abooten, it was founded si^uaTj 
An hundred ffldome on every syde^ 
It was al liche loiige and wyde* 
Lest any tyme it were assay led, 
Ful wel almute it was batayled ; 
And round e envirouu eek were set 
Ful many a riche and fair tourat 
At every comer of this waJ 
Was set a tour ful principal ; 
And everich hadde, with out e ikble^ 
A porte-colys defeasable 
To kepe of enemieSj and to greve. 
That there hir force wolde preve* 
And eek amidde this purpryse 
Waf? maad a tour of giret maistryse ; 
A fairer saugh no man with si^bt, 
Large and wyde, and of gret might. 
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They ne dredde noon assaut 

Of ginne^ gunne^ nor skaffaut 

For the tempnire of the mortere 

Was maad of licour wonder dere ; 

Of quikke lyme persant and egre. 

The which was tempred with vinegre. 

The stoon was hard as ademant^ 

Wherof they made the foundement. 

The tour was rounde^ maad in compas ; 

In al this world no richer was^ 

Ne better ordeigned therwithal. 

Aboute the tour was maad a wal^ 

So that^ bitwixt that and the tour^ 

Rosers were set of swete savour^ 

With many roses that they here. 

And eek within the castel were 

Springoldes^ gunnes^ bows^ archers ; 

^d eek above^ atte comers^ 

Men s^n over the walle stonde 

Grete en^ynes^ whiche were nigh honde ; 

And in the kernels^ here and there^ 

Of arblasters gret plentee were. 

Noon armure might hir stroke withstonde. 

It were foly to prece to honde. 

Without the diche were listes made^ 

With walles batayled large and brade^ 

For men and hors shulde not atteyne 

To neigh the diche over the pleyne. 

Thus tielousye hath enviroun 

Set aboute his gamisoun 

With walles rounde^ and diche depe^ 

Only the roser for to kepe. 

And Daunger eek^ erly and late 

The keyes kepte of the utter gate^ 

The which openeth toward the eest. 

And he hadde with him atte leest 

Thritty servauntes^ echon by name. 

That other gate kepte Shame^ 
Which openede^ as it was couth^ 
Toward toe parte of the south. 



Sergeauntes assigned were hir to 
Ful maoVj hir will© for to do* 

Thau Di^de hndde io hir baillye 
The keping- of the couestablerye. 
Toward the north^ I uiidirstotide^ 
That opened upon the left hoiide^ 
The which for no- thing may be sure, 
But-if she do hir bisy cure 
Erly on morowe and also late. 
Strongly to shette and iiarre the gate. 
Of every tiling that she may see 
Drede is aferd, wher-so she be ; 
For with a puff of litel wiude 
Drede is astonied in hir minde. 
Thertbre, for ttelinge of the rose, 
I re^e hir nought the yate unclose. 
A foulis flight wol make htr Hee^ 
And eek a ^hadovve^ if the it see. 

Thanne Wikked-Timgej ful of eo^Oj 
With fioudiours of Normandye, 
As he that causeth aJ the hate^ 
Was keper of the fourthe gate. 
And also to the tother three 
He went ful ofte, for to see. 
WTian hi» lot was to wake a-nightj 
His instrumentii^ wolde he dight. 
For to hlowe and make souti, 
Ofter thafi he hath enchegoun ; 
And watken oft upon the wal, 
Coruers and wikettis over-al 
Ful narwe serchen and espye ; 
Though lie nought fond, yit wolde He lye. 
Discordauut ever fro armonye. 
And distoned from meJodye, 
Coo trove he wolde, aud foule faykj 
With hornpype^ of Cornewayle. 
In flo)'tes maae he discordaunoe. 
And in his Tousik, with mischaunee, 
He wolde seyn, with notes newe, 
That he ne foud ao wommaa trewe^ 
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Ne that he gaugh never^ in his lyf^ 
Unto hir husbonde a trewe wyf ; 
Ne noon so ful of honestee^ 
That she nil laughe and mery be 
Whan that she hereth^ or may espye^ 
A man speken of lecherye. 
Everich of hem hath somme vyce ; 
Oon is dishonesty another is nyce ; 
If oon be ful of vilanye^ 
Another hath a likerous ye ; 
If oon be fill of wantonesse^ 
Another is a chideresse. 

Thus Wikked-Tunge (god yeve him shame !) 
Can putte hem everichone in blame 
Withoute desert and causeles ; 
He lyeth^ though they been giltles. 
I have pite to seen the sorwe. 
That waketh bothe eve and morwe. 
To innocents doth such grevaunce ; 
Ipray god yeve him evel chaunce^ 
That he ever so bisy is 
Of any womman to seyn amis ! 

Eek Jelousye god confounde^ 
That hath y-maad a tour so rounde^ 
And made aboute a garisoun 
To sette Bialacoil in prisoun ; 
The which is shet there in the tour^ 
Ful longe to holde there sojour. 
There for to liven in penaunce. 
And for to do him more grevaunce^ 
Ther hath ordeyned Jelousye 
An olde vekke, for to espye 
The maner of his govemaunce ; 
The whiche devel^ in hir enfaunce^ 
Had lemed muche of Loves art. 
And of his pleyes took hir part ; 
She was expert in his servyse. 
She knew ech wrenche and every gyse 
Of love, and every loveres wyle. 
It was the harder hir to gyle. 

1 
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Of Bialacoil she took ay Iiede, 
That ever lie liveth in wo and drede» 
He kept© hira coy and eek priveCj 
Le$t in him she hadde see 
Any foly countenaunce. 
For she knew al the olde da untie* 
And aftir this, whan Jelousye 
Had Bialacoii in his baiLlye^ 
And shette him up that wua so free> 
For seure of him he wohle tie. 
He trufiteth a ore in his caatel ; 
The it rouge werk him lyketh weL 
He dradde nat that no glotouns 
Bhulde stele hi a roses or hotoung. 
The roses weren assured alle, 
Defe need with the stron^c walle- 
Now Jelousye fill wel may he 
Of drede devoid, in libertee, 
"Whether that he slej)© or wake ; 
For of his roses may noon be take. 

But I^ allasj now mome shal ; 
Bicause I was without the waU 
Fnl moche dole and mone 1 made,. 
Who hadde wist M'liat wo I hadde^ 
I trowe he wolde have had pi tee. 
Love to deere had sold to me 
The good that of his love hadde L 
1 wende a hough t it al c}ueyntly i 
But now, thurgh doubling of my peyn, 
I see he wolde it selle ageyti. 
And me a newe bargeyn lere. 
The which al-out the more is dere^ 
For the solace that I have loruj 
lliaii I hadde it never aforn. 
Certayn I am ful lyk, indeed. 
To him that cast in crthe his seed ; 
And hath joie of the newe spno^^ 
Whan it greneth in the ginniog. 
And is also fair and fresh of flour^ 
Lii£ty to seeu, jswote of odour ; 
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But er lie it in sheves shere^ 

May falle a weder that slial it dere^ 

And maken it to fade and falle^ 

The stalky the greyn^ and £oures alle ; 

That to the tilier is fordone 

The hope that he hadde to sone. 

I drede^ certeyn^ that so fare I ; 

For hope and travaile sikerly 

Ben me hiraft al with a storm ; 

The floure nil seden of my corn. 

For Love hath so avaunced me^] 

Whan I higan my privitee 

To Bialacoil al for to telle^ 

Whom I ne fond froward ne felle. 

But took a-gree al hool my play. 

But Love is of so hard assay^ 

That al at onis he reved me^ 

Whan I wend best aboven have be. 

It is of Love^ as of Fortune^ 

That chaungeth ofte^ and nil contune ; 

Which whylom wol on folke smyle, 

And gloumbe on hem another whyle ; 

Now freend^ now foo, thou shalt hir fele. 

For in a twinkling tourneth hir wheel. 

She can wrythe hir heed awey^ 

This is the concours of hir pley ; 

She can areyse that doth morne^ 

And whirle adown^ and overturne 

Who sittith hieghst^ al as hir list ; 

A fool is he that wol hir trist. 

For it am I that am com doun 

Thurgh change and revolucioun ! 

Sith Bialacoil mot fro me twiune^ 

Shet in the prisoun yond withinne. 

His absence at myn herte I fele ; 

For al my joye and al myn hele 

Was in him and in the rose. 

That but yon wal, which him doth close^ 

Open, that I may him see, 

Love nil not that I cured be 
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Of the peynes that I endure. 
Nor of my iiruel aventure. 

A J Bialacoil, myti owue dere ! 
Thoug^h thou be naw a prisonere, 
Kepe atte leate thyn herte to tnsj 
And suflft^ not that it daunted b© ; 
Ne lat not JelooBye; in his ra^, 
Pntten thyn herte in no servage, 
Altbotigh he chasttce thee without©^ 
And make thy body unto him lout€i>j 
Have herte as* hard as? dvainauutj 
Stedefastj and noug'ht pliaunt ; 
In prisoun thong'h thy bo4y be. 
At large kepe thyn herte free. 
A trewe herte wol not plye 
For no manace that it may drye. 
If Jeluijiye doth thee payne^ 

?uyte him hh whyle tliug agayne, 
Q venge thee, atte leesit in thougfhtj 
If other way thou mavest nought ; 
And in this wy<^e sotilly 
Worche^, and wmn« the maistry* 
But yit I am in gret afiray 
Lest thou do not as 1 say ; 
I drede thou can^ me greet mau_ 
That thou em prisoned art for me ; 
But that is not for my traspas. 
But thurgh me never discovered W99 
Yit thing that oughte be secree. 
Wei more anoy ther is in me^ 
Than is in thee, of this mischauace ; 
For I endure more hard penaunee 
Than an)' man e^n seyn or thinker 
That for the >5orwe almost I sinke. 
Whaa I rememhre me of my wo, 
Ful nyg-h out of my wit 1 0y, 
Inw»rd myn herte I fele blede. 
For com forties the deeth I drede, 
Ow I not wet to have distresse. 
Whan falsej thurgh hir wikkednedse. 
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And traitours^ that am envyous^ 
To noven me be so coragious ? 

A^ Bialacoil ! ful wel I see^ 
That they hem shape to discejrve thee^ 
To make thee buxom to hir lawe^ 
And with hir corde thee to drawe 
Wher-so hem lust^ right at hir wil ; 
I drede they have thee brought thertil. 
Withoute comfort^ thought me sleeth ; 
This game wol bringe me to my deeth. 
For if your gode wille I lese, 
I mote be deed ; I may not chese. 
And if that thou foryete me^ 
Myn herte shal never in lyking be ; 
Nor elles-where finde solace^ 
If I be put out of your grace^ 
As it shal never been^ I hope ; 
Than shulde I fallen in wanhope. 

Allas^ in wanhope ? — nay, pardee ! 
For I wol never dispeired be. 
If Hope me faile, than am I 
Ungracious and unworthy ; 
In Hope I wol comforted be. 
For Love, whan he bitaught hir me, 
Seide, that Hope, wher-so I go, 
Shulde ay be relees to my wo. 

But what and sbe my balis bete. 
And be to me curteis and swete ? 
She is in no-thing ful certeyn. 
Lovers she put in ful gret peyn. 
And makith hem with wo to dele. 
Hir fair biheest disceyveth fele. 
For she wol bihote, sikirly. 
And failen aftir outrely. 
A ! that is a ful noyous thing ! 
For many a lover, in loving, 
Hangeth upon hir, and trusteth fast, 
Whiche lose hir travel at the last. 
Of thing to comen she woot right nought ; 
Therfore, if it be wysly sought, 
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Hir coimseille^ foly m to take. 

Wet many tymes, whan slie wol make 

A ful good silopBme^ 1 drede 

That aftirwaFd ther sbal iu dede 

Foiwe an evel conclusiotiii ; 

This put me in confusioim. 

For many tymes I have it seen, 

Tljat many have bigyled beeiij 

For trust that they have set in Hope, 

IVTiich fel hem aftirward a-slope. 

But natheles yit, g^Iadly she wold 6, 
That he, that wol him with hir holde^ 
Hadde alle tymes hii purpos clere. 
With on te deceji^Cj or any were. 
That she desitetb sikirly ; 
WhaQ I hir blamed 5 I did foly. 
But what avayletb hir good wille, 
WTiaii ihe ne may stautiche my stoimde Die? 
Tljat h el pith litelj that she may do. 
Oh take biheest unto my wo. 
And heeste certeyn, in no wyse, 
Withoute yijft, ift not to prys^e. 

tVlian heest and deed a-siindir vari©j 
They doon me have a gret contrarie. 
Thus am I poss(2d up and doun 
W'ith doolj thoug-ht^ and confusioun ; 
Of my disese ther is tio aoumbre. 
Dauti^er and Shame me encumhrej 
Drede also, and Jelousye^ 
And ^Vikked-Tunge, ful of envye. 
Of wliicihe the sliarpe and cruel ir© 
Ful oft me put in gret mart ire. 
They ban my joye fully let, 
Sitb Bialaeoil they have bishet 
Fro me in prisoun wikkidly. 
Whom 1 love so entierlyj 
That it wol my bane be, 
But J the »oner may him aee^ 
And yit moreover^ wtirst of alle, 
Ther is set to kepe, fouie hir bifalle I 
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A rimpled vekke^ fer ronne in age, 

'Frowning and yelowe in hir yisage^ 

Which in awayte lyth day and nighty 

That noon of hem may have a sight. 

Now moot my sorwe enforced be ; 

Fill soth it is^ that Love yaf me 

Three wonder yiftes of his grace, 

Which I have lorn now in this place^ 

Sith they ne may, withoute drede, 

Helpen but litel, who taketh hede. 

For nere availeth no Swete-Thought, 

And Swete-Speche helpith right nought. 

The thridde was called Swete-Loking, 

That now is lorn, without lesing. 

The yiftes were fair, but not forthy 

They helpe me but simpilly. 

But Bialacoil may loosed be. 

To gon at large and to be free. 

For him my lyf lyth al in dout, 

But-if he come the rather out. 

Alias ! I trowe it wol not been ! 

For how shuld I evermore him seen ? 

He may not out, and that is wrong, 

Bicause the tour is so strong. 

How shulde he out ? by whos prowesse. 

Out of so strong a forteresse ? 

By me, certeyn, it nil be do ; 

God woot, I have no wit therto ! 

But wel I woot I was in rage. 

Whan I to Love dide homage. 

Who was in cause, in sothfastnesse. 

But hir-silf, dame Ideluesse, 

Which me conveyed, thurgh fair prayere. 

To entre into that fair vergere ? 

She was to blame me to leve, 

The which now doth me sore greve. 

A foolis word is nought to trowe, 

Ne worth an appel for to lowe ; 

Men shulde him snibbe bittirly. 

At pryme temps of his foly. 
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I waa a foalj and she me levedj 
Thuri^h. whom 1 am right nought releved- 
She accQuiplisshed al my wil. 
That now me la^reveth wondir il, 
Kesouti me seide what shulde foUe, 
A fool my-§ilf I may we! calle. 
That love asyde I had not leyde^ 
And trowed that dame Resonn aeyde* 
Resoun had ho the skile and right, 
Whan she me hlamed^ with al hix mighty 
To medle of love, that hatli me ahent ; 
But certeyu now I wol repent 

' And shulde 1 repent? Nay, parde ! 
A Ms traitour thau shulde I he. 
The develles engins wolde mo takej 
If 1 my lortie wolde forsake^ 
Or Bialacoil fakly hi tray e, 
Shulde 1 at mischeof hate him ? nay^ 
Sith he now^ for his curtesy e. 
Is in prisoua of Jelousye. 
Curtesye certeyti dide he mCj 
So muche^ it may not yoldea lie, 
\Fhaii he the hay passen me lete. 
To kisae the rose, mire and swete : 
Shulde 1 therfore cumie him maugree ? 
Nayj certeynly, it shal not be ; 
For Love shal ueverj if god wil. 
Here of me, th u rgh word or wil, 
Offence or com pi ay nt, more or lesse^ 
Neither of Hope nor Idilnesse ; 
For cartis, it were wrong that I 
Hated hem for hir curtesye. 
Ther is not elliiij hut suffre and thinkdj 
And waken whan I shulde wiiike ; 
Abyde in hope^ til Love, thurgh chaimce, 
Sende me socour or allegeatiuoej 
Expectant ay til I may mete 
To geteii mercy of that ^wete. 

' Whylom I thinke how Love to me 
Seyde he wolde taken atte gree 
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My servise^ if unpacience 
Cansed me to doon offence. 
He seyde^ '^In thank I shal it take^ 
And high maister eek thee make^ 
If wikkednesse ne reve it thee ; 
But sone^ I trowe^ that shal not he." 
These were his wordis hy and by ; 
It semed he loved me trewly. 
Now is ther not hut serve him wele. 
If that I thinke his thank to fele. 
My g^d^ myn harm^ lyth hool in me ; 
In Love may no defaute be ; 
For trewe Love failid never man. 
Sothly^ the faute mot nedis than 
(As God forbede !) he founde in me^ 
And how it cometh^ I can not see. 
Now lat it goon as it may go ; 
Whether Love wol socoure me or slo. 
He may do hool on me his wil. 
I am so sore bounde him til^ 
From his servyse I may not fleen ; 
For lyf and deth^ withouten wene. 
Is in nis hand ; I may not chese ; 
He may me do bothe winne and lese. 
And sith so sore he doth me greve^ 
Yit, if my lust he wolde acheve 
To Bialacoil goodly to be^ 
I yeve no force what felle on me. 
For though I dye^ as I mot nede^ 
I praye Love^ of his goodlihede^ 
To Bialacoil do gentilnesse^ 
For whom I live in such distresse. 
That I mote deyen for penaunce. 
But firsts withoute repentaunce^ 
I wol me confesse in good entente 
And make in haste my testament^ 
As lovers doon that felen smerte : — 
To Bialacoil leve I myn herte 
Al hool^ withoute departing^ 
Or doublenesse of repenting.' 
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COMENT RaISOUN VIENT A L^AMANT 

Thus as I made my passage 
In complejmtj and in cruel rage. 
And I nlBt wLer to finde a lecTie 
ITiat couthe unto mjn helping eche, 
Sodeynly agayn coin en doun 
Out of tir tour 1 saugli Resouiij 
Discrete and wya^ and ful plcsauntj 
And of hit porte ful avetmutiL 
The riglite wey she took to me^ 
Which stood in greet perplexite. 
That was poi^shed in every side. 
That I nist where I might abyde^ 
Til she J demurely iad of chere^ 
Seide to me as slie com nere : — 

* Myn owne freeud^ art thou yit grevedl 
How is this quarel yit aeheved 
Of Loves syde ? A noon me telle ; 
Hast thou not yit of love thy fiUe ? 
Art thou not Tvery of thy aervyae 
That thee hath pyned in sicli wyse ? 
Wliat joye hast thou in thy loving? 
Is it Bwete or bitter thing? 
Canst thou yit chese, lat me see^ 
What best thy socour mighte bo ? 

^ 'ITaoii scrvest a ful iiohlo loi'dj 
That maketli thee thrsil for thy reward, 
\^Tiich ay renewith thy turment^ 
With foly so he hath thee lilenL 
Tlmu felie in mkcheef tbUke day. 
Whan thou didest, the aotbe to aay, 
Obeysnuuce and eek homage ; 
TIjou w rough tent tio-thing as the sage. 
"^^^han thou bicam his liege man, 
ITiou didist a gret foly than I 
Thou wiste&t ijot what fel therto, 
With what lord thou haddist to do. 
If thou haddist him wel knowej 
Thou haddist nought be brought so lowe ; 
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For if thou wistest what it were. 
Thou noldist serve him half a yeer. 
Not a weke^ nor half a day, 
Ne yit an hour withoute delay^ 
Ne never han loved paramours^ 
His lordship is so ful of shoures. 
Knowest him ought ? ' 

VAmaunt ' Ye, dame, parde ! * 

Baisaun, ^Nay, nay/ 

VAmaunt. ^Yes, 1/ 

Baiaoun, ^ Wherof, lat see ? * 

VAmaunt, ^ Of that he seyde I shulde he 
Glad to have sich lord as he. 
And maister of sich seignory/ 

Haisoun. ' Knowist him no more ? ' 

VAmaunt. ^ Nay, certis, I, 

Save that he yaf me rewles there. 
And wente his wey, I niste whete. 
And I ahood bounde in balaunce.' 

Baisoun. ' Lo, there a noble conisaunce ! 
But I wil that thou knowe him now 
Ginning and ende, sith that thou 
Art so anguisshous and mate. 
Disfigured out of astate ; 
Ther may no wrecche have more of wo, 
Ne caitif noon enduren so. 
It were to every man sitting 
Of his lord have knowleching. 
For if thou knewe him, out of dout. 
Lightly thou shulde escapen out 
Of the prisoun that marreth thee.' 

VAmaunt. ^ Ye, dame ! sith my lord is he. 
And I his man, maad with myu honde, 
I wolde right fayn undirstonde 
To knowen of what kinde he be, 
Kany wolde enforme me.' 

Raisoun. ^ I wolde,' seid Resoun, ^ thee lore, 
Sith thou to leme hast sich desire. 
And shewe thee, withouten fable, 
A thing that is not demonstrable. 



^ And 
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Thou shalt here leme without science^ 
And kiiowej withoute experience, 
Tlie thijig that may not kuowen be^ 
Ne wist ne shewid in no de^jrae. 
Thou may«t the so the of it not witen^ 
Tlioug"h in thee it were writen, 
TIjou shalt not knowe therof more 
^t'^hyle thou art re u led by his lore ; 
But unto him that love wol fiee^ 
The kootte may unclosed be. 
Which hath to thee^ as it is founde^ 
So long' he k net and not unbounded 
Now sette wel thyn etitencioim^ 
To here of love discripcioun. 

' Love, it is an hateful peea, 
A free ac4]uitaune^, without relees, 
A trouthe, fret full of falshede^ 
A sikernesse, al set in drede ; 
In herte is a dispeirmg' hope. 
And fulle of hope, it is wauhope ; 
Wyse wood n esse, and wood resoucij 
A Bwete peril, in to droutie. 
An hevy birthenj lig^ht to herej 
A wikked wawe awey to were. 
It is Caribdis perilous^ 
Dii^^irre^^ble and ^raciou& 
It is discorflauoce tlmt can aecordei 
And accordaunce to discorde. 
It k cunning withoute science. 
Wisdom withoute saplencej 
Wit withoute diacrecioun, 
Havoir, withoute possessioun. 
It js dke hele and hool siknesse, 
A thrust drowned in dronkenessse^ 
An helthe ful of maladye. 
And charitee ful of euvye. 
An hunger ful of hahundauneej 
And a i^edy Buffisaunce ; 
Delvt right ful of hevineese. 
And drerihed ful of gladnesse ; 
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Bitter swetnesse and swete errour^ 

Right evel savoured good savour ; 

Sinne that pardoun hath withinne^ 

And pardoun spotted without with sinne ; 

A peyne also it is^ joyous^ 

And felonye right pitous ; 

Also pley that selde is stahle^ 

And steaefast stat^ right mevahle ; 

A strengthen weyked to stonde upright. 

And feblenesse, ful of might ; 

Wit unavysed, sage folye. 

And joye ful of turmentrye ; 

A laughter it is, weping ay. 

Rest, that traveyleth night and day ; 

Also a swete helle it is. 

And a sorowful Paradys ; 

A plesaunt gayl and esy prisoun. 

And, ful of froste, somer sesoun ; 

Prjrme temps, ful of frostes whyte. 

And May, devoide of al deljrte, 

With seer braunches, blossoms ungrene ; 

And newe fruyt, fillid with winter tene. 

It is a slowe, may not forbere 

Ragges, ribaned with gold, to were : 

For al-so wel wol love be set 

Under ragges as riche rochet ; 

And eek as wel be amourettes 

In mourning blak, as bright bumettes. 

For noon is of so mochel prys, 

Ne no man founden is so wys, 

Ne noon so high is of parage, 

Ne no man founde of wit so sage. 

No man so hardy ne so wight, 

Ne no man of so mochel might. 

Noon so fulfilled of bounte. 

But he with love may daunted be. 

Al the world holdith this way ; 

Love makith alle to goon miswey. 

But it be they of jrvel lyf. 

Whom Genius cursith, man and wyf. 
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ITiat wrongly werk© a^eyti nature. 

NooG suche 1 love, ne liave no cure 

Of suche ad Loves servaunts been^ 

And wol not by my counsel Aeeii. 

For I ne preyse that loving, 

Wher-thurgli man, at tlie laste ending, 

Shal calle hem wrec<;hi8 fulle of wo. 

Love greveth hem and shendith so. 

But if thou wolt wel Love escliewe. 

For to es?cape out of his mewsj 

And make al hool thy sorwe to alakej 

No bettir counsel mayst Uiou take. 

Than til i ok e to fleeo welj y-wis ; 

May nought helpe el lea ; for wite thou this 2- 

Jf thou 11 ee it, it sdiai flee thea ; 

Folowe it, and folowen shal it thee/ 
V A muuji t. Whan 1 h ad d e Ij erd al R esoui^l 

Which hadde spilt hir spec he in ve)Ti ] 

' Dame,' seyde I, ^ I dar wel say 

Of this a vaunt me wel I may 

That from your scole so deviaunt 

I am, that never the more avaunt 

Right nought am I, thurgh your doctryne ; 

I dulle under your disciplyne ; 

1 wot no more than I wist er. 

To me so eontrarie and so fer 

Ja every thinj^ that ye me lere ; 

And yit I can it al pare u ere. 

Myn herte foryetith therof right nougltt^ 

It is f?o writeo in my thought ; 

And depe graven it is so tendir 

That al tiy herte I can it rendre, 
I And rede it over comurtely ; 

k But to my-silf lewedist am L 
A ^ But sith ye love discreven so, 

^U And lakke and preiee it, hothe two, 
^^ft Defyneih it into this letter, 
^^■That I may thenke on it the 1>etter 
^^HFor I herde never diffyne it ere, 
^^K And wilfully I wolde it lere^' 
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Baisaun. ^ If love be serched wel and sought^ 
It is a sykenesse of the thought 
Annexed and knet bitwixe tweyne^ 
WTiich male and female, with oo cheyne. 
So frely byndith, that they nil twinne. 
Whether so therof they lese or winne. 
The roote springith, thurgh hoot brenning^ 
Into disordinat desiring 
For to kissen and enbrace. 
And at her lust them to solace. 
Of other thing love recchith nought. 
But setteth hir herte and al hir thought 
More for delectacioun 
Than any procreacioun 
Of other fruyt by engendring ; 
Which love to god is not plesing ; 
For of hir body fruyt to get 
They yeve no force, they are so set 
Upon delyt^ to pley in-fere. 
And somme have also this manere^ 
To fevnen hem for love seke ; 
Sich love I preise not at a leke. 
For paramours they do but feyne ; 
To love truly they disdeyne. 
They falsen ladies traitoursly^ 
And sweren hem othes utterly. 
With many a losing, and many a fable. 
And al they finden deceyvable. 
And, whanne they her lust ban geten, 
ITie hoote ernes they al foryeten. 
Wimmen, the harm they byen ful sore ; 
But men this thenken evermore. 
That lasse harm is, so mote I thee, 
Disceyve them, than disceyved be ; 
And namely, wher they ne may 
Finde non other mene wey. 
For I wot wel, in sothfastnesse. 
That who doth now his bisynesse 
With any womman for to dele. 
For any lust that he may fele. 
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But-if k be for engendrurej 

He doth trespa^sse^ I you ensure^ 

For he ehulde setten al hm wil 

To geten a likly thing liim tUj 

And to snatenenj if he mig^ht. 

And kepe forth, hy ki rides right. 

His owne lyknesse and Bemblable^ 

For hi cause al is corumpahlej 

And fiiile sliulde successiounj 

Ne were ther ^eneracioun 

Our sectis strene for to save. 

Whan fader or moder arn in grave ^ 

Hir children shulde, whan they ben d' 

Ful dilig^ent lien, in hir steede. 

To use that werke on such a wyse. 

That non may thurgh another ryse. 

Hierfore set Kinde therin delytj 

For men therin shulde hem delyte. 

And of that dede be not erke. 

Bat ofte aythes hannt that werke. 

For noon wolde drawe tlierof a draught 

Ne were delyt^ which hath him caughL 

This hadde sotil dame Nature ; 

For noon goth right^ I thee enture^ 

Ne hath entent h ool ne parfyt ; 

For Mr desir h for delytj 

The which fortened crece and eke 

The pley of love for-ofte seke^ 

And thralle hem-^iify tliey he so nyce. 

Unto the prince of every vyce. 

For of ech eiune it is the rote^ 

Unlefulle lust, though it be aote. 

And of a I yvel the racyne. 

As Tulhus cfln determyne, 

WTiich in his tyme was ful sage. 

In a hoke he made of Age, 

Wher that more he preyseth Eldej 

ThougVj lie lie croked and uriwaldej 

And more of commendaciouii, 

TIma Youthe in his discrlpoioaii. 
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For Youthe set bothe man and wyf 

In al perel of soule and lyf ; 

And perel is^ but men have grace^ 

The tyme of youthe for to pace^ 

Withoute any deth or distresses 

It is so ful of wildenesse ; 

So ofte it doth shame or damage 

To him or to his linage. 

It ledith man now up^ now doun^ 

In mochel dissolucioun^ 

And makith him love yvel company^ 

And lede his l3rf disrewlily. 

And halt him payed with noon estate. 

Within him-silf is such debate^ 

He chaungith purpos and entente 

And yalt him into som covent^ 

To liven aftir her empryse. 

And lesith fredom and fraunchyse^ 

That Nature in him hadde set^ 

The which ageyn he may not get. 

If he there make his mansioun 

For to abyde professioun. 

Though for a tyme his herte absente^ 

It may not fayle, he shal repente^ 

And eke abyde Uiilke day 

To leve his abit^ and goon his way^ 

And lesith his worship and his name^ 

And dar not come ageyn for shame ; 

But al his lyf he doth so mourue, 

Because he dar not hoom retourne. 

Fredom of kinde so lost hath he 

That never may recured be, 

But-if that god him graunte grace 

That he may, er he hennes pace, 

Conteyne undir obedience 

Thurgh the vertu of pacience. 

For Youthe set man in al folye. 

In unthrift and in ribaudye, 

In leccherye, and in outrage. 

So ofte it chaungith of corage. 
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Youthe pnneth ofte sich barg^yn. 
That may tiot ende withonten p^syn, 
III ffret perel is set youth-hedej 
Delyt so doth his bridil lede, 
Delyt thus hati^thj drede thee nought^ 
Botbe maaDis body aud his thou^htj 
Only tliurgh Youthej his ehamberere, 
That to don yvel is e ua torn ere j 
And of Dou^ht eUen taketh hede 
But ouiy folkei^ for to lede 
Into dispurte and wildenesse^ 
So is slie irovvard from s^tdiiease. 

* But Elde drawith hem therfra ; 
Who wot it noug-ht, he may wel go 
Demand of hem that now aro olde. 
That why lorn You the hadde in holde, 
Which yit remembre of tend it agB, 
How it hem brought in many a rage^ 
And many a foly therm wrought. 
But now that Elde hath hem tburgh-soiigll 
They repent e hem of her folye^ 
ITiat Youthe hem putte in jupardye. 
In perel and in muche woj 
And made hem ofte amis to do^t 
And sueo yvel company e^ 
Etot and avouterye. 

^ But Elde caQ a gey a restreyne 
From suche foly^ and refreyne. 
And set men, by hir ordinaunce, 
In good reule and in goveruaunt^* 
But yvel she spend ith hir flcrv'yaej 
For no man wol hir love, ue pryse ; 
She IS hated J this wot I wele. 
Hit acqueyntaunce wolde no man felej 
Ne han of Elde com pan ve. 
Men hate to be of hir afye. 
For no man wolde bieometi old©, 
Ne dye, whan he is yong and holde, 
Aud Elde merveilitli ri^ht gretly. 
Whan they remembre hem inwardly 
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Of many a perelous empryse^ 

Wliiche that they wrought in sondry wyse, 

How ever they mighty withoute blame^ 

Escape awey withoute shame^ 

In youthe, withouten damage 

Or repreef of hir linage^ 

Losse of membre, shading of blode^ 

Perel of deth^ or losse of good. 

* Wost thou nought where Youthe abit. 
That men so preisen in hir wit ? 
With Delyt sne halt sojour. 
For bothe they dwellen in oo tour. 
As longe as Youthe is in sesoun^ 
They dwellen in oon mansioun. 
Delyt of Youthe wol have servyse 
To do what so he wol devyse ; 
And Youthe is redy evermore 
For to obey, for smerte of sore. 
Unto Del3rt, and him to yive 
Hir servise, whyl that she may live. 

' Where Elde abit, I wol thee telle 
Shortly, and no whyle dwelle. 
For thider bihoveth thee to go. 
If Deth in youthe thee not slo. 
Of this journey thou maist not faile. 
With hir Labour and Travaile 
Logged been, with Sorwe and Wo, 
That never out of hir courte go. 
Peyne and Distresse, Syknesse and Ire, 
And Malencoly, that angry sire, 
Ben of hir paleys senatours ; 
Groning and Grucching, hir herbergeours. 
The day and night, hir to turment. 
With cruel Deth they hir present, 
And tellen hir, erliche and late. 
That Deth stant armed at hir gate. 
Than bringe they to hir remembraunce 
The fbly dedis olT hir infaunce. 
Which causen hir to mourne in wo 
That Youthe hath hir bigiled so. 
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Which sodeynly awey is hasted. 

She Tyepeth the tyine that she hath wasted, 

Complej^ning of the preterit^ 

Aud the present J that not abitj 

And of hir olde van i tee, 

That^ but aforn hir she may see 

In the future som socour. 

To leggeJi bit of hir doloufj 

To graiiut fair tyme of repantaiincei 

For hir t^tnuea to do penauuce. 

And at the laste fio hir ^overne 

To iviane the joy that is eterne, 

Fro which go bakward Yoiithe liir made. 

In vaziitee to droune and wade. 

For present tyme abidith nought. 

It is more swift than any thought ; 

So htel whyle it doth endure 

That ther uh tonipte oe mesure, 

* But how that ever the game go. 
Who list have joye and mirth also 
Of love, be it he or she^ 
High or lowe^ whoso it be. 
In fruyt they shulde bem delyte ; 
Her part tliey may not elles t^uyte, 
To save hem-silf in honestee. 
And yit ful many oon I see 
Of wimmeu, sothly for to seyne^ 
Hiat ay desire and woide fiiyne 
The pley of love^ they he so wihle, 
Aud not coveite to go with child e. 
And if with child they he perchauoce. 
They wole it holde a grct mischaunce ; 
But what-soin-ever wo they fele^ 
They wol not pleyne, hut concele ; 
But~if it be any fool or nyce. 
In whom that shame hath no justyce. 
For to delyt echon they drawe^ 
That ha onto tbia werk^ hiitlie high and hi we 
Save si^h that aren worth right nought, 
I'hat for money wol be bought 
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Such love I preise in no wyse^ 

Whan it is given for coveitise. 

Ipreise no womman^ though she he wood^ 

That yeveth hir-silf for any good. 

For litel shulde a man telle 

Of hir, that wol hir hody selle^ 

Be she mayde^ he she wyf. 

That quik wol selle hir, by hir lyf. 

How ^ire chore that ever she make^ 

He is a wrecche^ I undirtake^ 

That loveth such one, for swete or sour. 

Though she him calle hir paramour. 

And mugheth on him, and makith him feeste. 

For certeynly no suche a beeste 

To he loved is not worthy. 

Or here the name of druery. 

Noon shulde hir please, but he were wood 

That wol dispoile him of his good. 

Yit nevertheles, I wol not sey 

But she, for solace and for pley. 

May a jewel or other thing 

Take of her loves free yeving ; 

But that she aske it in no wyse^ 

For drede of shame of coveityse. 

And she of hirs may him, certe}^, 

Withoute sclaundre, yeven ageyn^ 

And joyne her hertes togidre so 

In love^ and take and yeve also. 

Trowe not that 1 wolde hem twinne, 

Whan in her love ther is no sinne ; 

I wol that they togedre go^ 

And doon al that they ban ado. 

As curteis shulde and debonaire. 

And in her love beren hem faire, 

Withoute vyce, bothe he and she ; 

So that alwey, in honestee. 

Fro foly love they kepe hem clere 

That brenneth hertis with his fere ; 

And that her love, in any wyse. 

Be devoid of coveityse. 
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Good love shulde engendrid be 
Of trewe lierte^ ju^t, and decree. 
And not of such as sette her thought 
To have her lust, and el I is noii|fhtj 
So fire they caught in Loves laoe^ 
Truly, for bodily solace. 
Fleshly delyt is so present 
With thee J that sette al thyn entent. 
Without e more (what shulde I glose ?) 
For to ^ete and have the Rose ; 
Which makith thee so mate and wood 
That thou desireit noon other good. 
But thou art not an inche the nerre. 
But ever abydeat in &orwe and werre. 
As in thy fat^ it i^ sene , 
It makith thee bothe pale and lene ; 
Thy might, thy vertu poth away* 
A sory gest, in goode iay. 
Thou herheredest than in thyti inne, 
The God of Love whaa thou let inne ! 
Wherfore I rede, thou sliette him out. 
Or he aha! greve thee, nut of doute ; 
For to thy profit it wol turne, 
If he nomore with thee sojourne. 
In gret mischeef and sorwe sonken 
Ben hertis, that of love am dronken. 
As thou peraventiire knoweji shal. 
Whan thou hast lost thy tyme al, 
And spent thy youth e in ydilnessej 
In w:v<te, and w of til lust in esse ; 
If thou maist lire the tyme to iee 
Of love for to delivered he, 
Thy tyme thou shalt hiwepe sore 
The which e never thou maist restore 
(For tyme lost, as meu may see. 
For rio-thing may recured be). 
And if thou scape yit, atte laste^ 
Fro Love, that nath thee so fasta 
Knit and bounded in his lace, 
Certeyn, [ holde it but a grace. 
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For many oon^ as it is seyn^ 
Have lost^ and spent also in veyn^ 
In his servyse, withoute socour. 
Body and soule^ ^ood^ and tresour^ 
Wit, and strengthen and eke richesse. 
Of which they hadde never redresse/ 

Thus taught and preched hath Resoun, 
But Love spilte hir sermoun. 
That was so imped in my thought. 
That hir doctrine I sette at nought. 
And yit ne seide she never a dele. 
That I ne understode it wele. 
Word by word, the mater al. 
But unto Love I was so thral. 
Which callith over-al his pray. 
He chasith so my thought alway. 
And holdith myn herte undir his sele. 
As trust and trew as any stele ; 
So that no devocioun 
Ne hadde I in the sermoun 
Of dame Resoun, ne of hir rede ; 
It toke no sojour in myn hede. 
For alle yede out at oon ere 
That in that other she dide lere ; 
Fully on me she lost hir lore, 
Hir speche me greved wondir sore. 

Than unto hir for ire I seide. 
For anger, as I dide abraide : 
' Dame, and is it your wille algate. 
That I not love, but that I hate 
Alle men, as ye me teche ? 
For if I do aftir your speche, 
Sith that ye seyn love is not good. 
Than must I nedis say with mood. 
If I it leve, in hatrede ay 
Liven, and voide love away 
From me, and been a sinful wrecche^ 
Hated of all that love that tecche. 
I may not go noon other gate. 
For either must I love or hate. 
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And if I hate men of-newe 
More than love^ it wole me re we. 
As by your preclihig seraeth me. 
For Love no-thiiig- ne preishh thee. 
Ye yeve gooii uounseil^ Bikirlj-j 
Tliat prechith me al-day^ that I 
Shu Ida not Loves lore alowe ; 
He were a fool^ wolde you not trowe I 
In speche also ye ban me taught 
Another love, that kuoweu is naught, 
Wlviclt I have herd you not repreve. 
To love ech other ; by your leve^ 
If ye wolde diffyne it mej 
I woMe ifladly he re, to aee^ 
At the leestj if I may lere 
Of sondry loves the maaere,* 

Bahoun. ' Cert is, freend, a fool art thou 
Whan that thou iio-thiag welt alio we 
That I thee for thy profit say. 
Yit wel I sey thee more, in fay ; 
For I am redy^ at the leste, 
To accomplisshe thy requeste. 
But I not wher it wel avayle ; 
In veyne, peranutrej I shal travayle. 
Love ther is in son dry wyse^ 
As 1 shal thee here devyae. 
For som love leful is and good ; 
I meue not that which makilh thee wood^ 
And hringith thee in many a tit^ 
And ravisshith fro thee ai thy wit. 
It ig io merveilous and queynt ; 
With such love be no more aqueynt. 

Comment Raisoun dipfinist Amistie 

' Love of Frendshipe also ther is^ 
WTiieh makith no man doon amis. 
Of wiile ktiit hitwixe twoj 
That wol not hrefce for ivele ne wo ; 
WTiich long h lykly to contuoe^ 
Whan wille and good is hen in comune ; 
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Grounded by goddis ordinaunce^ 

Hool^ withoute discordaunce ; 

With hem holding comuntee 

Of al her goode in charitee^ 

That ther be noon excepcioun 

Thorgh chaunging of entencioun ; 

That ech helpe other at hir neede^ 

And wysly hele bothe word and dede ; 

Trewe of mening^ devoid of slouthe. 

For wit is nought withoute trouthe ; 

So that the ton dar al his thought 

Seyn to his freend^ and spare nought^ 

As to him-silf^ without dreding 

To be discovered by wreying. 

For glad is that conjunccioun^ 

Whan ther is noon suspeciouu 

Ne lak in hem, whom they wolde prove 

That trew and parfit weren in love. 

For no man may be amiable, 

But-if he be so ferme and stable. 

That fortune chaunge him not, ne blinde. 

But that his freend alwey him fiiide, 

Bothe pore and riche, in oon estate. 

For if nis freend, thurgh any gate, 

Wol compleyne of his povertee. 

He shulde not byde so long, til he 

Of his helping him requere ; 

For good deed, don but thurgh prayere. 

Is sold, and bought to dere, y-wis. 

To hert that of gret valour is. 

For hert fulfilled of gentilnesse 

Can 3rvel demene his distresse. 

And man that worthy is of name 

To asken often hath gret shame. 

A good man brenneth in his thought 

For shame, whan he axeth ought. 

He hath gret thought, and dredith ay 

For his disese, whan he shal pray 

His freend, lest that he warned be, 

HI that he preve his stabiltee. 
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But whan tlmt he hath founden oon 

That trusty is and tr«w as etonej 

And hath assayed bim at al. 

And found him stedefast as a wal^ 

And of his freendship be certeyue. 

He shn! him sbewe bothe joye and pejme. 

And al that ha dar thinke or sey^ 

Withoute shame, as he wel may. 

Far how ^bulde lie ashamed be 

Of sich oon a^ 1 tolde thee? 

For whan be wool hia secree thought, 

The thrjdde shal knowe ther-of right nought ; 

For tweyn in nombro is bet than three 

In every counsel and seoree. 

Bepreve be dredetb never a del^ 

Wiio that hiset his word is wel ; 

For every wys man, out of drede^ 

Can ke|>e his tung^e til he see nede ; 

And foolee can not boLde hir tung^e ; 

A fooles belle ift sone rungB. 

Yit shal a trewe fireend do more 

To helpe bis felowe of hist sore^ 

And Bocoure him^ whan be hath nede^ 

In al that be may doou in dede ; 

And gladder be that he bim plesith 

Than is his felowe that he e^tb. 

And if he do not his requester 

He shal as mocbel bim moleste 

As his felow, ibr that he 

May not fulJiUe his volantee 

As fully as be hath re(]uered. 

If hotbe hertis Love hath fered, 

Joy and wo they &hul depart. 

And take evenly ech liia part 

Half bis anoy be shal have ay. 

And comfort bim what that he may ; 

And of bis blis^e parte shal he^ 

If love wol departed he. 

*And whilom of tbi&amitee 
Spak TuIIius in a ditee l 
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" A man shulde maken his request 
Unto his freend^ that is honest ; 
And he goodly shulde it fulfille^ 
But it the more were out of skile^ 
And otherwise not graunt therto. 
Except only in cases two : 
If men his freend to deth wolde dryve^ 
Lat him he bisy to save his ly ve. 
Also if men wolen him assayle^ 
Of his wurship to make him faile^ 
And hindren him of his renoun^ 
lAt him^ with fill entencioun^ 
His dever doon in ech degree 
That his freend ne shamed be^ 
In this two cases with his mighty 
Taking no kepe to skile nor rights 
As ferre as love may him excuse ; 
This oughte no man to refuse/' 
This love that I have told to thee 
Is no-thing contrarie to me ; 
This wol I that thou folowe wel^ 
And leve the tother everydel. 
This love to vertu al attend ith. 
The tothir fooles blent and shendith. 

' Another love also there is. 
That is contrarie unto this. 
Which desyre is so constreyned 
That it is but wille feyned ; 
Awey fro trouthe it doth so varie. 
That to good love it is contrarie ; 
For it maymeth, in many wyse, 
Syke hertis with coveityse ; 
Al in winning and in profyt 
Sich love settith his delyt. 
This love so hangeth in balaunce 
That, if it lese his hope, perchaunce. 
Of lucre, that he is set upon. 
It wol faile, and quenche anon ; 
For no man may be amorous, 
Ne in his living vertuous. 
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But-if lie love raonej in moodj 
Men for hern -silftlian for hir good. 
For love that profit dotb abyde 
la falSf and bit not in no tyde. 
Thifl love cometli of dume Forttmej 
111 at iitel whyle wol con tune ; 
For it shal chfiunf^erv wonder eone^ 
And take eclips rij^lit aa the moue, 
VV^Lan she is from ue y-let 
Timrgh erthe, tliat hitwixe is sel 
The Sonne and hir, as it may fulle^ 
Be it in party, or in alle ; 
The shadowe inaketb her hemls Tnerke^ 
And hir homes to shewe derke^ 
That part where Bhe hath lost the lyght 
( >f Fhebua fully, and the mght ; 
Tilj whan the shadowe is overpast ^ 
She is en] IT mined ageyn as faste, 
Thurgh hrightnesse of the sonne heme^ 
lliat vevetn to hir ag-eyn hir lemea. 
That love is right of sich nature ; 
Now is it faifj nnd now obscure. 
Now bright J, now clips y of manere^ 
And whylom dim, aiid whylom clere. 
As RODe aB Poverte pniieth take. 
With mantel and with wedis blake 
It hidith of Love the light awey^ 
Tiiat into night it tiimeth day i 
It may not f^ee Richejse ihyne 
Til the blakke nhadowes fyne. 
For, whan RichesiM* ehytieth bright, 
IjOve recovereth aj^eyn his lig^ht ; 
And wlian it failith, he wol hh. 
And as she groweth, so groweth it 
^ Of this love, liere what 1 sey ; — 
ITie riche men are loved ay. 
And namely tho that sparand bene.. 
Til at wol not wnsshe hir liertea clene 
Of the ill the, j>or of the vyce 
Of gredy breuniog avaryce. 
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The riche man ful fond is, y-wis. 

That weneth that he loved is. 

If that his herte it undirstood. 

It is not he, it is his good ; 

He may wel witen in his thought. 

His good is loved, and he right nought 

For if he he a nigard eke. 

Men wole not sette by him a leke. 

But haten him ; this is the soth. 

Lo, what profit his catel doth ! 

Of eveiy man that may him see. 

It getetJi him nought but enmitee 

But he amende him of that vyce. 

And knowe him-silf, he is not wys. 

^ Certis, he shulde av freendly be. 
To gete him love also ben free. 
Or ellis he is not wyse ne sage 
No more than is a gote ramage. 
That he not loveth, his dede proveth, 
WTian he his richesse so wel loveth. 
That he wol hyde it ay and spare. 
His pore freendis seen forfare ; 
To kepe it ay is his purpose, 
m for drede his eyen close. 
And til a wikked deth him take ; 
Him hadde lever asondre shake. 
And late his limes asondre ryve. 
Than leve his richesse in his l3rve. 
He thenkith parte it with no man ; 
Certayn, no love is in him than. 
How shulde love within him be. 
Whan in his herte is no pite ? 
That he trespasseth, wel 1 wat. 
For ech man knowith his estat ; 
For wel him oughte be reproved 
That loveth nought, ne is not loved. 

' But sith we arn to Fortune comen. 
And ban our sermoun of hir nomen, 
A wondir wil I telle thee now. 
Thou herdist never sich oon, 1 trow. 
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I not wher thou me leven slial^ 

Though sothfflstnesse it be in al^ 

As it is vi'ritenj and is sooth^ 

That unto men more profit doth 

Tlie fro ward Fortune and contraire, 

Than the swote and deboniure : 

Acid if tiiee thinke it U dou table. 

It ia tburgh ar|2rument provable. 

For the debonair^ and softs 

Falsith and bigvllth o^ ; 

For liehe a moder she can cherishe 

And mil ken as doth a uorya ; 

And of hir ^oode to hem deleSj 

And yeveth hem part of her jowelea. 

With grete riehesse and dignitee ; 

And hem she hotetb stabiLitee 

In a Btate that liii not stable^ 

But chauuging ay and \'ariahle ; 

Atid fedith hem with glorie veyne. 

And worldly hlL^se noncerteyne. 

Whan she hem settith on hir whele, 

Tlian wene they to lie right wele^ 

And in so stable state withallej 

That never they wene for to falle. 

And whan thev set bo hig:he be, 

Tliey VFene to have in certeintee 

Of hertly frendi^ so gret noumbre, _ 

That no-tbing mighte her stat encombre ; 

Tliey truste feem so on every syde, 

Wening with hem they wolde abyde 

In cver^-^ perel and mischaunce^ 

With on te chaungie or variaunce, 

Bothe of catel and of good ; 

And ako for to gpetide hir blood 

And alle hir membris for to spillo^ 

Only to fiiirtlle hir wille. 

They ma ken it be do in many wyB©j 

And boten hem hir ful servyse, 

How sore that it do hem smerte. 

Into bir very naked sherta 1 
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Herte and al^ so hole they yeve^ 

For the tyme that they may live^ 

So that, with her fiaterye. 

They maken foolis glorifye 

Of hir wordis greet speking. 

And han there-of a rejoysing. 

And trowe hem as the Evangyle ; 

And it is al falsheed and gyle. 

As they shal afterwardes see. 

Whan they am falle in povertee. 

And heen of good and catel bare ; 

Than shulde they seen who freendis ware. 

For of an hundred, certeynly. 

Nor of a thousand ful scarsly, 

Ne shal they fynde unnethis oon. 

Whan povertee is comen upon. 

For this Fortune that I of telle. 

With men whan hir lust to dwelle, 

Makith hem to lese hir conisaunce. 

And nourishith hem in ignoraunce. 

* But froward Fortune and perverse, 
Whan high estatis she doth reverse. 
And maketh hem to tumble doun 
Of hir whele, with sodeyn tourn. 
And from hir richesse doth hem flee. 
And plongeth hem in povertee. 
As a stepmoder envyous. 
And leyeth a piastre dolorous 
Unto her hertis, wounded egre. 
Which is not tempred with vinegre. 
But with poverte and indigence. 
She sheweth, by experience. 
That she is Fortune verely 
In whom no man shulde affy. 
Nor in hir yeftis have fiaunce. 
She is so ful of variaunce. 
Thus can she maken high and lowe, 
Whan they from richesse aren throwe. 
Fully to knowen, withouten were, 
Freend of effect, and freend of chere ; 
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And which in love wereii trew and stahl&i 

And wbiclie aho weren variable ^ 

After Fortune, hir ^odtlesse. 

In poverte, OEtber m rm}i&^& ; 

For al she yeveth^ out of dradej 

Unhappe bereveth it in dede ; 

For Infortuua lat not oon 

Of freendia, whan Fortune is goon ; 

I mene tbo freeudis that wol flee 

Auoon as entreth povertee. 

And jit they wol not leve hem so> 

But ill eeh place where they go 

They calle hem *^ wrecehe, * scomd and blame. 

And of hir mishappe bein dlffame, 

Andj namely ;} 8i€he ag in riche^e 

Pretend itJi most of stableueBse, 

Wban that they sawe him set oiilofte, 

And weren of him aocoured ofte> 

And most y-bolpe iti a J hir iiede ; 

But now they take no maner hede^ 

But seyn, in voice of flateryoj 

That now apperith hir folye, 

Over-al wher-so they fare, 

And iiu^e^ ^'Goj farewel feldefere.*' 

Alle sue he freendis 1 beshrewej 

For of the trewe ther be to fewe ; 

But sothfast freendis, what ^o hitydej 

In every fortune wolen abyde ; 

They ban hir hertis in sucbe noblesse 

Tiiat they nil love for no richesse ; 

Nor, for that Fortune may hem seude. 

They wolen hem socoure and defende ; 

And chauni^e for softe ne for sore. 

For who is freetidj lovetb evermore. 

Though men drawe swerd bis freend to slo, 

He may not bewe hir love atwo. 

But J iti the case that I shal eey^ 

For pride and ire lese it he may^ 

And for reprove by nyceteej 

And discoyering of priviteej 
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With tonge wounding^ as feloun^ 
Thurffh venemous detraccioun. 
Frend in this case wol gon his way^ 
For no-thing greve him more ne may ; 
And for nought ellis wol he flee^ 
If that he love in stabilitee. 
And certeyn^ he is wel bigoon 
Among a thousand that fyndith oon. 
For ther may be no richesse^ 
Ageyns frendship^ of worthiuesse ; 
For it ne may so high atteigne 
As may the valoure^ sooth to seyne^ 
Of him that loveth trew and wel ; 
Frendship is more than is catel. 
For freend in court ay better is 
Than peny in his purs^ certis ; 
And Fortune^ misnapping^ 
Whan upon men she is fallings 
Thurgh mistuming of hir chaunce^ 
And casteth hem oute of balaunce^ 
She makith^ thurgh hir adversitee^ 
Men ful cleerly for to see 
Him that is freend in existence 
From him that is by apparence. 
For Infortune makith anoon 
To knowe thy freendis fro thy foon^ 
By experience^ right as it is ; 
The wnich is more to preyse, y-wis. 
Than is miche richesse and tresour ; 
For more doth profit and valour 
Poverte^ and such adversitee^ 
Bifore than doth prosperitee ; 
For the toon yeveth conisaunce^ 
And the tother ignoraunce. 

' And thus in poverte is in dede 
Trouthe declared frt) falsehede ; 
For feynte frendis it wol declare^ 
And trewe also^ what wey they ^re. 
For whan he was in his richesse^ 
These freendis^ ful of doublenesse^ 
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Ofirid him in mmiy wyse 

Hert and body, and servysa. 

What wolde he than ha yeve to ha bought 

To knowen ojH*tily her thought. 

That he now hath so clerly seen ? 

The laase big^yled he sholde have been 

And he hadde than perceyved it. 

But riehease nold not late him wit 

Wei mare avautitage doth him than, 

8ith that it makith him a wjn man^ 

Tlie greet mischeef that he rei;eyveth, 

l^hau doth riehease that him deceyveth. 

Rich esse riche ne makith nonght 

Him that on tre&tmr set his thought ; 

For richesse atont in suffi^aunce 

And no-thing in hahundaunce ; 

For suffisaance al«ouly 

Makith men to live rich el y. 

For he that hath hut miches tweyne^ 

Ne more value in his dameigue^ 

Liveth more at ese, and more m richej 

Than doth ho that is so chiche^ 

And in his hem hath, ioth to seyn^ 

An hundred muwis of whete greyn. 

Though he he chapman or marchauut. 

And have of golde many be^aurit 

For in the geting he hath such woj 

And in the keping drede aLsOj 

And j*et evermore his hisyness© 

For to encrese^ and not to lessQj 

For to augment and multiply. 

And though on hepia it lye him hy, 

Ylt i>ever shal make his riehease 

Asseth unto his gredinee^. 

But the povre that recchith nought, 

Save of his lyfiode, in hm thoughtj 

Which that he getith with his travaile 

He dredith nought that it shal faile^ 

Though he have lytel worldis good. 

Mete and drinke, and esy foodj 
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Upon his travel and living. 

And also suffisaunt clothing. 

Or if in syknesse that he falle. 

And lothe mete and drink withalle. 

Though he have nought, his mete to by. 

He shal bithinke him hastely. 

To putte him out of al daunger. 

That he of mete hath no mister ; 

Or that he may with litel eke 

Be founden, whyl that he is seke ; 

Or that men shul him here in hast. 

To live, til his syknesse be past, 

To somme maysondewe bisyde ; 

He cast nought what shal him bityde. 

He thenkith nought that ever he shal 

Into any syknesse falle. 

^ And though it falle, as it may be. 
That al betyme spare shal he 
As mochel as shal to him suffyce, 
Whyl he is syke in any wyse. 
He doth it, for that he wol be 
Content with his povertee 
Withoute nede of any man. 
So miche in litel have he can. 
He is apayed with his fortune ; 
And for he nil be importune 
Unto no wight, ne onerous. 
Nor of hir goodes coveitous ; 
Therfore he spareth, it may wel been. 
His pore estat for to sustene. 

^ Or if him lust not for to spare. 
But suffrith forth, as nought ne ware, 
Atte last it hapneth, as it may. 
Right unto his laste day. 
And taketh the world as it wolde be ; 
For ever in herte thenkith he. 
The soner that the deeth him slo. 
To paradys the soner go 
He shal, there for to live in blisse. 
Where that he shal no good misse. 
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Thider be hopltli god ghal him seude 

Aftir his wreechid lyves ende. 

Pictagoras himflilf rehersesj 

In a book that the Golden Vei^^ea 

Is clepkl, for the nohiJitee 

Of the hoiioorable ditee : — 

"Thaiij whaii thou gost thy body fro. 

Free in the eir thou ahalt up go, 

And leven nl humaititee^ 

Atid purely live in deitee/'^— 

He is a fool, withouten were^ 

That trowith have his countre here. 

"In erthe is not our countree/' 

Tlmt may thes4^ olerkis ieyn and see 

In Boece of Con^olacioun^ 

Where it is maked mencioun 

Of our CO an tree pleyn at tJie eycj 

By teching of philoaophye, 

\V here lewid men might lere wit, 

WIkkso that wolde trail sla ten it. 

If he he sich that uati wel live 

Aftir his rente may him yivcj 

And not desyreth more to have, 

That may fro povertee him iave ; 

A wya man ieide, as we may seen, 

Ig no man wreeclied, but he it wene^ 

Be be king, knight^ or rihaud* 

And many a riband is mery and baud, 

lliat swinkithj and berith, botlie day and 

night. 
Many a burthen of gret might, 
The which e doth him lasse offense, 
For he suffntb in pacience. 
They laugh and dauuce, trippe aod siug 
And ley not up for her living, 
But ia the tavern al dispendith 
7*lia winning that god hem Bendith. 
Than goth be, fardels for to here. 
With as good chere as he dide ere ; 
To Bwinke and trareile he not feynlth. 




OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER 149 

For for to robben he disdejmith ; 
But right anoon^ aftir his swinke^ 
He goth to tavern for to drinke. 
Alle these ar riche in abundaunce^ 
That can thus have suffisaunce 
Wei more than can an usurere. 
As god wel knowith, withoute were. 
For an usurer^ so god me see^ 
Shal never for richesse riche bee^ 
But evermore pore and indigent^ 
Scarce^ and gredy in his entent. 

' For soth it is, whom it displese, 
Ther may no marchaunt live at ese ; 
His herte in sich a were is set. 
That it quik brenneth more to get, 
Ne never shal enough have geten ; 
Though he have gold in gemers yeten. 
For to be nedy he dredith sore. 
Wherfore to geten more and more 
He set his herte and his desire ; 
So bote he brennith in the fire 
Of coveitise, that makith him wood 
To purchase other mennes good. 
He undirfongith a gret peyne. 
That undirtakith to drinke up Seyne ; 
For the more he drinkith, ay 
The more he leveth, the soth to say. 
That is the thurst of fals geting. 
That last ever in coveiting. 
And the anguisshe and distresse 
With the fire of gredinesse. 
She fighteth with him ay, and stryveth. 
That his herte asondre ryveth ; 
Such gredinesse him assaylith, 
That whan he most hath, most he faylith. 

^ Phisiciens and advocates 
Gon right by the same yates ; 
They selle hir science for winning. 
And haunte hir crafle for greet geting. 
Hir winning is of such swetnesse. 
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That if a HI an falle in sikenesse^ 

They are ful ^lad, for liir euereie ; 

For by hir wille, withoute leesj 

Everidie man whulde be seke. 

And though tbey dye^ they set not a leke. 

After, ivhan tbey the gold have take, 

Ful litel care for hem they make. 

They wolde that fourty were seke at onis, 

Ye^ two hundred, in fle&li a»d houkj 

And yit two thousand, as I geaa»^ 

For to encresen her riehesae. 

They wol not woTcheu, in no wyse, 

But for lucre and coveityse ; 

For fysyk giruieth firnt by 7^, 

The rjTBycien also sothely ; 

And sithen it §^oth froj'^ to *jf; 

To trusts on liem^, it h foly ; 

For they nil, in no maner greCj 

Do right nought for cbaritee. 

' Eke in the same ^cte are get 
AUe tho that prechen for to g&t 
WorshipeSj honour^ and rich esse. 
Her hertiis arn iu greet diatresssej 
Tiiat folk ne live not holjly. 
But above ri al, specialy, 
Sich as prechen for veyiigloriei 
And toward god have no memoric, 
Bnt forth as ypocriteis trace^ 
And to her sou leg deth purchacej 
And outward she wen holynesse, 
Thougli they he fulle of cursidiiesse* 
Not liche to the apostles twelve. 
They deceyve other and hem-selve ; 
Bigyled is the ^yler than. 
For preching of a cursed mauj 
Though it to other may profyte, 
HiniHilf avail etli not a myte j 
For oft goo^l predicacioun 
Cometh of evol eQtenciouri. 
To !dm not vailith hi^ prechingj 
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Al helpe he other with his teching ; 
For where they good ensaumple take^ 
There is he with veyuglorie shake. 

^ But lat us leven these prechoures. 
And speke of hem that in ner toures 
Hepe up her gold^ and faste shette^ 
And sore theron her herte sette. 
They neither love god, ne drede 
They kepe more than it is nede. 
And in her bagges sore it binde, 
Out of the Sonne, and of the winde ; 
They putte up more than node ware. 
Whan they seen pore folk forfare. 
For hunger dye, and for cold quake ; 
God can wel vengeaunce therof take. 
Three gret mischeves hem assailith. 
And thus in gadring ay travaylith ; 
With moche peyne they winne richesse ; 
And drede hem holdith in distresse. 
To kepe that they gadre faste ; 
With sorwe they leve it at the laste ; 
With sorwe they bothe dye and live. 
That to richesse her hertis yive. 
And in defaute of love it is. 
As it shewith ful wel, y-wis. 
For if these gredy, the sothe to seyn, 
Loveden, and were loved ageyn. 
And good love regned over-alle. 
Such wikkidnesse ne shulde falle ; 
But he shulde yeve that most good had 
To hem that weren in nede bistad. 
And live withoute fals usure. 
For charitee ful clene and pure. 
If they hem yeve to goodnesse. 
Defending hem from ydelnesse. 
In al this world than pore noon 
We shulde finde, I trowe, not oon. 
But chaunged is this world unstable ; 
For love is over-al vendable. 
We see that no man loveth now 
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But for winning and for prow ; 
And love is thralled in servage 
Whan it is sold for avauntage ; 
Yit wommen wol hir bodies selle ; 
Suche soules goth to the devel of helle.' 



FRAGMENT C 

Whan Love had told hem his entente^ 
The b^onage to councel wente ; 
In many sentences they fille. 
And dyVersly they seide hir wille : 
But aftir discord they accorded^ 
And hir accord to Love recorded. 
' Sir,' seiden they, ' we been at oon. 
By even accord of everichoon. 
Out-take Richesse al-only. 
That sworen hath fill hauteynly. 
That she the castel nil assaile, 
Ne smvte a stroke in this bataile. 
With dart, ne mace, spere, ne knyf. 
For man that speketh or bereth the lyf. 
And blameth your empryse, y-wis. 
And from our boost departed is, 
(At leeste wey, as in this plyte,) 
So hath she this man in dispyte ; 
For she seith he ne loved hir never. 
And therfor she wol hate him ever. 
For he wol gadre no tresore. 
He hath hir wrath for evermore. 
He agilte hir never in other caas, 
Lo, here al hoolly his trespas ! 
She seith wel, that this other day 
He asked hir leve to goon the way 
That is clepid To-moche-Yeving, 
And spak ml &ire in his praying ; 
153 
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But whan he prayde hir, pore waa he^ 
TJierfwre she warned him the entree, 
Ne yit is he not thriven so 
That he hath ^eten a peny or two, 
Til at quitiy ii^ his awne m hohl. 
Thus hath llicheas« ub alle toht [ 
And whan Ri cheese us this recorded, 
Withoutea hir we been accorded. 

^And we finde in our accordauace, 
That False^Semldant and A batinaiince^ 
With alle the folk of hir Ijatalle^^ 
Shulle at the hinder gate assay le, 
Tliat Wtkkid-Tunge hath in keping. 
With hifi Normans, ftille of jang-kii^. 
And with hem Curtesie and Lar^^essej 
That shuUe she we hir hnrdines^se 
To the olde wyf that kepeth so harde 
Fair-VVelcomfng- within ner wartle* 
Than shal Delyte and ^^'el-HeUnge 
Fonde Shame ado an to bringe ; 
With al hir hooat, erly and latCj 
They shuLle assailen thilke gate. 
AgayneiS Drede shal Hardinesse 
Assay le J and also Sikernesse^ 
With al the folk of hir leding^ 
That ne^^er wist wbat wag iieing'. 

* Fraunchyae ahal fig-htej and eek Pitee, 
With Daunger ful of unieltee, 
Tljua is your hoost ordeyned wel ; 
Doun ahal the castel every del. 
If everiche do bb entente^ 
So that Venus be preseiitc, 
Your moder, ful of vaj^salag^e, 
That can y-nough of i»ncli usage ; 
With outer) hir may no wight spede 
Tills werk, neither for word ne d&le. 
Therfore is goo*! ye for hir sende, 
For thurgh hir may tliis werk amende.* 

Amour. ^ Ijorfirnges, my looijer, the godde 
Tliat h my lady, and my maistresBej 
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Nis not at al at my willing^ 

Ne doth not al my desyring. 

Yit can she som-tyme doon labour^ 

Whan that hir lust, in my socour^ 

Al my nedes for to acheve. 

But now I theuke hir not to greve. 

My moder is she, and of childhede 

I bothe worshipe hir, and eek drede ; 

For who that dredeth sire ne dame 

Shal it abye in body or name. 

And, natheles, yit cunne we 

Sende after hir, if nede be ; 

And were she nigh, she comen wolde, 

I trowe that no-thing might hir holde. 

^ My moder is of greet prowesse ; 
She hath tan many a forteresse. 
That cost hath many a pound er this, 
Ther I nas not present, y-wis ; 
And yit men seide it was my dede ; 
But I come never in that stede ; 
Ne me ne lyketh, so mote I thee. 
Such toures take withoute me. 
For-why me thenketh that, in no wyse. 
It may ben cleped but marchandise. 

^ Go bye a courser, blak or whyte. 
And pay therfor ; than art thou quyte. 
The marchaunt oweth thee right nought, 
Ne thou him, whan thou hast it bought. 
I wol not selling clepe yeving. 
For selling axeth no guerdoning ; 
Here lyth no thank, ne no meryte. 
That oon goth from that other al quyte. 
But this selling is not semblable ; 
For, whan his hors is in the stable. 
He may it selle ageyn, pardee. 
And winne on it, such nap may be ; 
Al may the man not lese, y-wis. 
For at the leest the skin is his. 
Or elles, if it so bityde 
That he wol kepe his hors to ryde. 
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Yit is he lord ay of hm liors. 
But thiike ehaffare ib wel wors^ 
Tliere Venus entremeteth nouglit ; 
For who-so such chaffare hath bought^ 
He shnl uot worcheri so wyslVj 
Uliat ha ne shal lese al o uteri y 
Botlie his money aud his chaiTare i 
But the seller of the war© 
The pry a and profit have shal. 
Certeyii, the hyer shal lese al ; 
For lie ne can eo dere it bye 
To have lordship and ful maistryej 
Ne have jn3wer to make letting 
Neither mr yift ne for prechingj 
That of his chaffare^ m&ugre his^ 
Another fthal have as mochej y-wis. 
If he wol yeve as luoche as he, 
Of ivhat contrey so that he be ; 
Or for ri^ht nought, so happe may^ 
If he can flater hir to hir pay. 
Ben than auche march aunta wyae ? 
No, but foole* in every wyse, 
MTtiaii they bye such thing wilfully, 
Ther-as they lese her good fuUy, 
But nathelessj this dar I saye^ 
My moder is not wont to pftye.. 
For she is tieitUer so fool ne iiyccj 
To entremete hir of sich vyce. 
But tru?te wel, he shal paye al. 
That refjente of his liargeyn shal, 
VV^hau Toverte put him in distreiaej 
Al were he scoler to Richesii?e, 
That k for me in ^ret yeriiin|f, 
W^ian she assenteth to my willinfr* 
* But, by my moder seint V^euus, 
And by hir fader Satunnis, 
Tliat liir euge.t»drid by his lyfj 
But not upon his wedded wyf 1 
Yit wol I more unto von swere. 
To make this thing the seurere ; 




OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER 157 

Now by that feith, and that leautee 
I owe to alle my brethren free. 
Of which ther nis wight under heven 
That can her fadres names neven^ 
So dyvers and so many ther be 
That with my moder have be privee ! 
Yit wolde I swere, for sikemesse. 
The pole of helle to my witnesse. 
Now drinke I not this yeer clarree^ 
If that I lye, or forsworn be ! 
(For of the goddes the usage is. 
That who-so him forswereth amis, 
Shal that yeer drinke no clarree). 
Now have I sworn y-nough, nardee ; 
If I forswere me, than am I lorn. 
But I wol never be forsworn. 
Sith Richesse hath me failed here. 
She shal abye that trespas dere. 
At leeste wey, but she hir arme 
With swerd, or sparth, or gisarme. 
For certes, sith she loveth not me. 
Fro thilke tyme that she may see 
The castel and the tour to-shake. 
In sory time she shal awake. 
If I may grype a riche man, 
I shal so pulle him, if I can. 
That he shal, in a fewe stoundes, 
Lese alle his markes and his poundes. 
I shal him make his pens outslinge, 
But-if they in his gemer springe ; 
Our maydens shal eek plukke him so. 
That him shal neden fetheres mo, 
And make him selle his lend to spende. 
But he the bet cunne him defende. 

^ Pore men han maad hir lord of me ; 
Although they not so mighty be. 
That they may fede me in delyt, 
I wol not have hem in despyt. 
No good man hateth hem, as I gesse ; 
For chinche and feloun is Richesse, 
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That BQ can cbase hem and disp^rae. 
And hem defoule iti sondry wysk. 
They Itiven ful bet, so ^od me gpede 
Than dotb the riclie, chinchy ^ede^ 
And been, ixi ^oad feitlij more stable 
And trewer, and more ser viable ; 
And therfore it suffysetb me 
Hir goode bertej and hir lean tee. 
They han ou me set al hir thoug'bt^ 
And therfore I forge tB liem nought. 
I wold liem brin^e in p'eet noblesiejij 
If that I were god of Riche«se, 
As I am god of Love, sothly. 
Such routlie upon hir pleynt have I. 
ITierfore 1 must his socour be. 
That peynetU him to aerven mo ; 
For if he deyde for lave of this^ 
Tliau Bemeth in m© no love tlier ia*' 

* Sir J* seide tbey, ' sootb is, every del. 
That ye relierce, and we wot wel 
Thilk oth to holde is resotiable ; 
For it is good and covenable. 
Til at ye on ricbe men han sworn. 
For^ siFj this wot vpe wel bifom ; 
If riclie men doon you homage^ 
Tiiat is as fooles doon outrage ; 
But ye shul not fc*rsworen be, 
Ne let therfore to drinke clarree, 
Or piment maked fresh and iieTre, 
I&dyes shulle hem such pepir brewe^ 
If that tbey falle ii^to hir laas. 
That tliey for wo mowe seyn *^ AUas ! *' 
Ladyes afrnln ever so curteis be, 
111 at tbey sbal quyte your oth al free. 
Ne seketh never other vicairej 
For they sbal speke with hem so faire 
That ye sbal holde von payed ful wel. 
Though ye you merfle never a del, 
Lttt ladies worcbe witli hir thtu^eij, 
Tliey sbal hem telle so fele tyding€% . 
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And moeve hem eke so many requestis 
By flatery, that not honest is. 
And therto yeve hem such thankinges. 
What with kissing, and with talkinges. 
That certes, if they trowed he, 
Shal never leve hem lond ne fee 
That it nil as the moehle fare. 
Of which they first delivered are. 
Now may ye telle us al your wille. 
And we your hestes shal fulfille. 

' But Fals-Semhlant dar not, for drede 
Of you, sir, medle him of this dede. 
For he seith that ye heen his fo ; 
He not, if ye wol worche him wo. 
Wherfore we pray you aUe, heau-sire. 
That ye forgive him now your ire. 
And that he may dwelle, as your man. 
With Abstinence, his dere lemman ; 
This our accord and our wil now.' 

' Parfey,' seide Love, ^ I graunte it yow ; 
I wol wel holde him for my man ; 
Now lat him come : ' and he forth ran. 
' Fals-Semblant,' quod Love, ^ in this wyse 
I take thee here to my servyse. 
That thou our freendis helpe alway. 
And hindre hem neither night ne day. 
But do thy might hem to releve. 
And eek our enemies that thou greve. 
Thyn be this might, I graunt it thee. 
My king of harlotes shalt thou be ; 
We wol that thou have such honour. 
Certeyn, thou art a fals traitour. 
And eek a theef ; sith thou were bom, 
A thousand tyme thou art forsworn. 
But, natheles, in our hering. 
To putte our folk out of douting, 
1 bid thee teche hem, wostow how } 
By somme general signe now. 
In what pl^e thou shalt founden be. 
If that men had mister of thee ; 
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And how men shal t}iee be«t espye. 
For thee to knowe is greet maistrye ; 
Tel in what plat:e h thyii haunting. ' 

^* SmfK ^ ^ir, I have fele dyvers wauingf. 
That 1 kepe not rehersed be. 
So thatyewolde respyten me. 
For if that 1 telle you the sothe, 
I may have harm and shame ^tbe. 
If that my felowe^ wis1:eii it^ 
My tales shulden me be quit ; 
Fop certeyn, they wolde hate mCj 
If ever I knewe hir cruelte ; 
For they wolde over^ holde hem Btille 
Of trouthe that is ageyn hSr wille ; 
Suche tales kepen they not here, 
I mi§^ht eftaone bye it ful dere. 
If 1 aeide of hem any thing. 
That ought displeaeth tt> hir he ring. 
For what word that hem prikke or bytetlij 
In that word noon of hem delyteth, 
Al were it gospel ^ the evanitylej 
Tliat woldo reprove hem of hir gyle^ 
For they are cruel and hauteyti. 
And this tiling wot I wel, certeyH;, 
If I speke ought to peira hir loos^ 
Your court shal not »o wel be cloosi 
That they ne shal wite it atte last. 
Of good in en am I nought agast. 
For they wol taken on hem no-thing, 
l\'han tliat they knowe al my mening ; 
But he that wol it on him take. 
Ha wol him^lf suspecious makej 
That he his lyf let covertly. 
In Gyle and in Ipocrisy, 
That me etigendred and yaf fostring/ 

'They made a ful good engendring,* 
Quod live, ' for vrho-i!50 stuothly tellsj 
They engendred the devel of helle I 

^ But nedely, luiw-so-erer it be/ 
Quod Love, * 1 wol and charge tltee. 
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To telle anoon thy woning-places^ 
Hering ech wight that in this place is ; 
And what lyf Uiat thon livest also^ 
Hyde it no lenger now ; wherto ? 
Thou must discover al thv wurching. 
How thou servest^ and of what things 
Though that thou shuldest for thy soth-sawe 
Ben ^ to-heten and to-drawe ; 
And yit art thou not wont^ pardee. 
But natheles^ though thou beten be^ 
Thou shalt not be the first, that so 
Hath for soth-sawe sufFred wo/ 

F, Sem, ^ Sir, sith that it may lykeu you, 
Thouffh that I shulde be slayn right now, 
I shaf don your comaundement. 
For therto have I gret talent* 

Withouten wordea mo, right than, 
Fals-Semblant his sermon bigan. 
And seide hem thus in audience : — 
' Barouns, tak hede of my sentence ! 
That wight that list to have knowing 
Of FalsSemblant, ful of flatering. 
He must in worldly folk him seke. 
And, certes, in the cloistres eke ; 
I wone no-where but in hem tweye ; 
But not lyk even, sooth to seye ; 
Shortly, I wol herberwe me 
There I hope best to hulstred be ; 
And certeynly, sikerest hyding 
Is undemeth humblest clothing. 

' Religious folk ben fill covert ; 
Seculer folk ben more appert. 
But natheles, I wol not blame 
Religious folk, ne hem diffame. 
In idiat habit that ever they go : 
Religioun humble, and trewe also, 
Wol I not blame, ne dispyse. 
But I nil love it, in no wyse. 
I mene of f&ls religious. 
That stoute ben, and malicious ; 
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That wolea in an abit go, 
And eetten not hir lierte therto* 
* Religious folk ben al pitous ; 
TIjqu shalt uot seen oon dJspitous* 
They loven no pryde, tie no fitryf. 
But iiumUy they wol lede hir lyf ; 
With swich folk wol I never be. 
And if I dwelle, I feyne me 
I may wel in her abit go ; 
But me were lever my nekke atwo, 
Tliau lete a purpose that I take^ 
MTiat covenaunt tkat ever 1 make, 
I dwelle with hem that proude be^ 
And fulla of wyles and ^ubtelte ; 
That worship of this world coveyten. 
And grete nedes cuune espleyten ; 
And goon and gadren greet pitaunces^ 
And puruhace hem the acqueyutauDces 
Of men that mighty lyf may leden ; 
And feyne hem pore, and hem-eelf feden 
With gode mo reels delicious^ 
A till drill ken good wyn preciouSj 
And preche us povert and distresisej 
And hsshen hem-self greet richesse 
With wyly uettis that they caste : 
It wol come foul out at the lasta. 
They ben fro clene religioon went ; 
They make the world an argument 
That hath a foul conclusiouii. 
*' I have a robe of religiounj 
Than am I al religious : '* 
TliiB argument is al roignoiis ; 
It h not worth a croked brere ; 
Habit ne maketh monk ne frerOj 
But elene lyf and devocioun 
Maketh gode man of religioun. 
NathelessOj ther can noon answerer 
How high that ever his heed he fihete 
With raaour whetted never so kene, 
Tliat Gyle in br&uEiehes cut thritteue ; 
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Ther can no wight distincte it so^ 
That he dar sey a word therto. 

' But what herherwe that ever I take^ 
Or what semhlant that ever I make^ 
I mene but gyle^ and folowe that ; 
For right no mo than Gibbe our cat 
Fro myce and rattes went his wyle. 
No entende I not but to begyle ; 
Ne no wight may^ by my clothings 
Wite with what folk is my dwellings 
Ne by my wordis yet, pardee. 
So softe and so plesaunt they be. 
Bihold the dedes that I do ; 
But thou be blind, thou oughtest so ; 
For, varie hir wordis fro hir dede. 
They thenke on gyle, withouten drede. 
What maner clothing that they were. 
Or what estat that ever they here, 
Lered or lewd, lord or lady. 
Knight, squier, burgeis, or bayly.' 

Right thus whyl Fals-Semblant sermoneth, 
Eftsones Love him aresoneth. 
And brak his tale in the speking 
As though he had him told lesing ; 
And seide : ' What, devel, is that I here ? 
What folk hast thou us nempned here ? 
May men finde religioun 
In worldly habitaciouu ? ' 

F, Sem, ' Ye, sir ; it foloweth not that they 
Shulde lede a wikked lyf, parfey, 
Ne not therfore her soules lese. 
That hem to worldly clothes chese ; 
For, certes, it were gret pitee. 
Men may in seculer clothes see 
Florisshen holy religioun. 
Ful many a seynt in feeld and toun. 
With many a virgin glorious. 
Devout, and ful religious, 
Had deyed, that comun clothe ay beren, 
Yit seyntes never-the-les they weren. 
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I coude re ken you many a tmi I 
Ye J wel iiigh aUe these holy wiminenj 
That men in chirche^ herie and seke. 
Bathe maydeuB^ and these wyv^ eke^ 
Tliat baren many a fair child herej 
Wered alwey cloth is seculere^ 
And in the same dyden they^ 
That seyntes tveren, and been alwey. 
The eleven thousand may dens dere, 
That beren in heven hir cierges clere, 
Of which men i^de m chirche, and singe. 
Were take in aeculer clothing j 
\irhan they re^seyved martirdomj 
And wonnen heven unto her hoom. 
Good herte maketh the g-ode thought i 
The cloth in jj yeveth ne reveth nought* 
Tlie gode thought and the worching", 
TFiat maketh rellgionri Ho wring, 
Ther lyth the ^ood religioun 
After the right entencioun. 

* Who-sa toke a wethers akin^ 
And wrapped a gredy wolf therin. 
For he shulde go with lambes whyte, 
Wenest thou not he wolde hem byte? 
Yis i never-the-las, as he were wood. 
He wolde hem wery, and drinke the blood ; 
And wel the rather hem di&ceyve. 
For, sith they coude not perceyve 
His tregefc and his cruelteej 
Tliey wolde him folowe, al wolde he flee, 

^ If ther be wolves of si eh he we 
Amonges theise apostlis newe. 
Thou, holy chirehej thou maysrt be way led ! 
Sith that thy citee h assayled 
Tliourgh knightes of thyn owne table, 
God wot thy lordship ia do u table 1 ' 

If they enforce hem it to wjune, 
That shulde defende it ^o withinuej 
Who might defence ay ens hem make ? 
Withouten stroke it mot be take 
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Of trepegfet or mangonel ; 

Without displaying of pensel. 

And if god nil don it socour^ 

But lat hem renne in this colour. 

Thou moost thyn heestes laten he. 

Than is ther nought, but yelde thee^ 

Or yeve hem tribute, doutelees. 

And holde it of hem to have pees : § 

But gretter harm bityde thee. 

That they al maister of it be. 

Wei conne they scome thee withal ; 

By day stufFen they the wal. 

And al the night they mynen there. 

Nay, thou most planten elleswhere 

Thjm impes, if thou wolt fruyt have ; 

Abyd not there thy-self to save. 

' But now pees ! here I turne ageyn ; 
I wol no more of this thing seyn. 
If I may passen me herby ; 
I mighte maken you wery. 
But! wol heten you alway 
To helpe your freendes what I may, 
So they wollen my company ; 
For they be shent al-outerly 
But-if so falle, that I be 
Oft with hem, and they with me. 
And eek my lemman mot they serve. 
Or they shul not mv love deserve. 
Forsothe, I am a fals traitour ; 
God jugged me for a theef trichour ; 
Forsworn I am, but wel nygh non 
Wot of my gyle, til it be don. 

' Thourgh me hath many oon deth resseyved^ 
. That my treget never aperceyved ; 
And yit resseyveth, and shal resseyve. 
That my falsnesse never aperceyve : 
But who-so doth, if he wys be. 
Him is right good be war of me. 
But 80 sligh is the deceyving 
That to hard is the aperceyving. 



THE POETICAL WORKS 

For Protbeugj that coude him cb&uiigit 

In every sliap^ booTnly and straiingej 

Coude never sich gyle ne tre«oiin 

Ai f ; for I com never in toun 

Tb<*r-as 1 niighte knawen be^ 

Though men me bothe might here and see. 

Fill w^l I otn my clothes chauisge^ 

Take oon ^ and make another Ftraunge. 

Ndw am 1 knight « now chaj^t^leyn ; 

Now prelatj ^id now cbapeleyn ; 

Kqw prestj now clerk ^ and now forstere ; 

Now am I mai&ter, now M:olere ; 

Now monk J now chanounj now baily » 

What' ever maister man am L 

Now am I prince, now am I page^ 

And can Hy herte every langage* 

l^m-tyme am 1 hoor and old ; 

Now am I yon^, and stout, and bold ; 

Now am I Kobert, now Robyn ; 

Now frere Menem r, now lacobyn j 

And with me folweth my loteby. 

To don me «oW and company, 

That bight dame AbBtinence-Streyned, 

In many a queynt array y-feyned. 

Right aV it Cometh to Bir lyking, 

I fnliille al hir desiring, 

Somtyme a wommans c^loth take I ; 

Now am I mayde^ now lady* 

Somtyme 1 am religioii§ ; 

Now lyk an anker in an hoa& 

Sofntyme am I priorease. 

And now a nonne, and now abheeae ; 

And go thurgh alle regiouns, 

Beking alk* relict uoubl 

Hut to what ordre that I am ewom^ 

I take the strawej and lete the coni j 

To hlynde folk ther I enhahite, 

1 axe no-more but Inr abite. 

What wol ye more ? m every wyie, 

Bight as me liBt^ 1 me disgyse. 
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Wei can I here me under weed ; 
Unlyk is my word to my deed. 
Thus make I in my trappes falle^ 
Thurgh my pryvileges, alle 
That ben in Cristendom alyve. 
I may assoile^ and I may snryve^ 
That no prelat may lette me^ 
Al folk, wher-ever they founde be : 
I noot no prelat may don so. 
But it the pope be, and no mo. 
That made thilk establisshing. 
Now is not this a propre thing? 
But, were my sleightes aperceyved, 
Ne shulde I more been receyved 
As I was wont ; and wostow why ? 
For I dide hem a tregetry ; 
But therof yeve I litel tale, 
I have the silver and the male ; 
So have I preched and eek shriven. 
So have I take, so have me yiven, 
Thurgh hir foly, husbond and wyf. 
That I lede right a joly lyf, 
Thurgh simplesse of the prelacye ; 
They know not al my tregetrye. 

^ But for as moche as man and wyf 
Shuld shewe hir paroche-prest hir lyf 
Ones a yeer, as seith the book, 
£r any wight his housel took. 
Than have I pryvileges large. 
That may of moche thing discharge ; 
For he may seye right thus, pardee : — 
*' Sir Freest, in shrift I telle it thee. 
That he, to whom that I am shriven. 
Hath me assoiled, and me yiven 
Penaunce sooth ly, for my sinne. 
Which that I fond me gilty inne ; 
Ne I ne have never entenciouu 
To make double confessioun, 
Ne reherce eft my shrift to thee ; 
O shrift is right y-nough to me. 
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This oughte thee suflyce wel, 

Ne be not rebel iiever-a-del ; 

For ceitesj though thou haddest it sworn ^ 

I wot no prest ne prelat troro 

That may to shrift eft me const reyne* 

And if they don, I wol me pleyne ; 

For 1 wot where to pleyne weL 

Thou shalt not streyae me a delj 

Ne enforce nie. Be yit me trouble. 

To make my confe&^ionn double* 

Ne I have none afieccioun 

To biive double absolucioun. 

The firste is right y-nangh to tne, 

This latter aBsoiliug^ cjuyte I tbee. 

I am un bo nude ; what mayst thou finde 

More of my sinnes me to unhiude } 

For be J that might bath in his bond. 

Of alle my sinnes me imbond. 

And if tliou wolt me thus coatitreyne. 

That me mot nedis on thee pleyne^ 

There shal no jug-ge imperial, 

Ne bisshop, ne officialj 

Don jugement on me ; for I 

Shal gon and pleyue me openly 

Unto my shrin- fader Dewe, 

(That hight not Frere Wolf natrewe i) 

And he shal chevise him for me^ 

For I trowe be cati hampre thee. 

But J lord ! he wolde be wrooth witbaUe, 

If men him wolde Frere Wolf calle ! 

For be wokle have no pacience^ 

But don al cruel vengeaunce 1 

He wolde bis might don at the leest^ 

Ne no- thing spare for ^oddes heest 

And, god so wis be my socour^ 

But thou yeve me my Saviour 

At Ester, whan it lyketh me* 

Witboute presing more on thee^ 

I wol forth J and to him goon. 

And be ahal house 1 me anoon. 
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For I am out of thy grucching ; 
I kepe not dele with thee no-thing." 
Thus may he shryve him^ that forsaketh 
His paroche-prest^ and to me taketh. 
And if the prest wol him refuse^ 
I am ful redy him to accuse^ 
And him punisshe and hampre so^ 
That he his chirche shal forgo. 

^ But who-so hath in his feling 
The consequence of such shryving^ 
Shal seen that prest may never have might 
To knowe the conscience aright 
Of him that is under his cure. 
And this ageyns holy scripture^ 
That biddeth every nerde honeste 
Have verry knowing of his beste. 
But pore folk that goon by strete^ 
That have no gold^ ne sommes grete^ 
Hem wolde I lete to hir prelates^ 
Or lete hir prestos knowe hir states^ 
For to me right nought yeve they.* 

Amour. * And why is it ? * 

F, Sem. * For they ne may. 

They ben so bare^ I take no keep ; 
But I wol have the feitte sheep ; — 
Lat parish prestos have the lene^ 
I yeve not of hir harm a bene ! 
And if that prelats g^cchen it^ 
That ouffhten wroth be in hir wit^ 
To lose her fatte bestes so^ 
I shal veve hem a stroke or two. 
That they shal lesen with the force^ 
Ye, bothe hir mytre and hir croce. 
Thus jape I hem, and have do louge. 
My priveleges been so stronge.* 

Fals-Semblant wolde have stinted here. 
But Love ne made him no such chere 
That he was wery of his sawe ; 
But for to make him glad and fawe. 
He seide : — ^ Tel on more speculy , 




How t!]Bt thou eerve^t untrewly. 

Tel ^rthj and shame tbee aever a del » 

For as thyri abit sbewith welj 

Thou semest an holy heremyte.' 

J^. Sem. * Soth isj but I am art ypocryta,' 
AniQur^ ^Thou goat and precUe^t povertee? 
F. Sem. ^ Ycj air ; hut richesae ham poustee* 
A m aur. * Th o u pr ech est abstineti ee also ? ' 
JV 8fm, ^ tSir^ I wol fiUen^ so mote 1 go^ 

My pauncbe of god e mete and wyne. 

As shulde a matter of divvne ; 

For liow that I me pover leyuCf 

Yit alle pore folk I disdeyne. 
'^I love bet the aequeyntauuce 

Ten tymesj of the kiu^ of Fraunce, 

Than of pore man of mylde mode^ 

Though that his soule be also gode. 

For whan 1 see beg^ers quakingj 

Naked on mixens al eti likings 

For buiigre crye, and eek for carSj 

I entremete not of hir fere. 

They been so pore, and ful of pyne, 

Tliey might not ones yeve me dynej 

For they have no-thiDg Vjut bir Jyf *, 

What shulde lie yeve that likketh his knyf ?j 

It is but foly to entremetCj 

To eek e in bounded uesit fut mete. 

Let bere hem to the s^pitel anoouj 

But J for me^ com fort gete they noon. 

But a nche eike usurere 

W'olde 1 visyte and drawe nere; 

Him wol I com forte and rehete^ 

For 1 hope of his gold to gete. 

And if that wikked deth him have, 

I wol go with him to his grave. 

And if ther any reprove me, 

\Yhy that 1 lete the pore bCj 

Wostow bow I mot aec^pe ? 

1 sevj and swere bim ful rape. 

That riche men ban more te«chea 
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Of sinne^ than han pore wrecches^ 

And han of counseil more mister ; 

And therfore I wol drawe hem ner. 

But as gret hurt^ it may so be^ 

Hath soul in right gret poverte^ 

As soul in gret richesse^ forsothe^ 

Al-be-it that they hurten bothe. 

For richesse and mendicitees 

Ben cleped two extremitees ; 

The mene is cleped suffisaunce^ 

Ther lyth of vertu the aboundaunce. 

For Salamon^ fill wel I woot^ 

In his Parables us wroot. 

As it is knowe of many a wight. 

In his thrittethe chapitre right : 

^^God, thou me kepe, for thy poustee. 

Fro richesse and mendicitee ; 

For if a riche man him dresse 

To thenke to moche on his richesse. 

His herte on that so fer is set. 

That he his creatour foryet ; 

And him, that begging wol ay greve. 

How shulde I by his word him leve ? 

Unnethe that he nis a micher. 

Forsworn, or elles god is Iyer." 

Thus seith Salamones sawes ; 

Ne we finde writen in no lawes. 

And namely in our Cristen lay — 

(Who seith ^' ye," 1 dar sey '* nay ") — 

That Crist, ne his apostles dere, 

WTiyl that they walkede in erthe here. 

Were never seen her bred begging. 

For they nolde beggen for no-tiiing. 

And right thus were men wont to teche ; 

And in this wyse wolde it preche 

The maistres of divinitee 

Somt3rme in Paris the citee. 

' And if men wolde ther-geyn appose 
The naked text, and lete the glose. 
It mighte sone assoiled be ; 
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For men may wel tlie sotbe see, 
Thiit, pardej they niighte axe a thin^f 
Pleynly forth ^ without beg^a^. 
For they wereii goddes herdes dere^ 
And cure of aoules haddon here. 
They nolde no-thin^ heg^g-e hir fode ; 
For after Crist wa« don on rode. 
With hir pro pre hoiides they wrought. 
And with travel » and ellejs noug^htj 
They wormeii all hir austenaunce^ 
And liveden fortli in liir penaunoe. 
And the remenaunt yeve awey 
To other pore fo3k alwey* 
They neither bilden tuur ne halJe, 
But leva in houses smale vrithalle 
A mijy;'hty man, that can and may, 
Shulde with hm bonde and body alway 
Winne him hJB tbod in Itiboring^^ 
If he ne have rent or sicb a thing. 
Although he he religious. 
And ^od to ficrven curious. 
Thus mote he don^ or do trefipas, 
But-jf it be lu ceiteyn casj 
That I can reherce, if mister he, 
Right wel, whan the tyme I see* 

^ Seke the book of Seyt)t Austin, 
Be it in paper or perch em in, 
There^s he writ of these worchjngea 
Ttiou i>ihalt Reen that iion axcusingea 
A parfit man ne shulde seke 
By w^ordes, ne by dedes eke. 
Although he he religious, 
And ^od to serve u cunous. 
That he ne i*bal, go mote 1 go. 
With prop re hondes and body aleOj 
Gete bis tood in laboring. 
If he ne have propreteo of thing. 
Yit fihvilde he Melle al his subetaunce* 
And with hi:^ Bwink have ^ustenaunc^. 
If he be parfit in bountee. 



OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER 173 

Thus han tho bookes tolde me : 

For he that wol gon ydilly. 

And useth it ay besily 

To haunten other mezines table^ 

He is a trechour^ ful of fable ; 

Ne he ne may^ by gode resoun^ 

Excuse him by his orisoun. 

For men bihoveth, in som gyse^ 

Som-tyme leven goddes servyse 

To gon and purchasen her nede. 

Men mote eten^ that is no drede^ 

And slepe^ and eek do other thing ; 

So longe may they leve praying. 

So may they eek hir prayer blinne^ 

WTiile that they werke, hir mete to winne. 

Seynt Austin wol therto accorde. 

In thilke book that I recorde. 

Justinian eek^ that made lawes^ 

Hath thus forboden^ by olde dawes^ 

*'No man, up peyne to be deed. 

Mighty of body, to begge his breed. 

If he may swinke, it for to gete ; 

Men shulde him rather mayme or bete. 

Or doon of him apert justice. 

Than suffren him in such malice." 

They don not wel, so mote I go. 

That taken such almesse so. 

But if they have som privelege. 

That of the peyne hem wol allege. 

But how that is, can I not see, 

But-if the prince dissey ved be ; 

Ne I ne wene not, sikerly. 

That they may have it rightfully. 

But I wol not determyne 

Of princes power, ne defyne, 

Ne oy my word comprende, y-wis. 

If it so fer may strecche in this. 

I wol not entremete a del ; 

But I trowe that the book seith wel. 

Who that taketh almesses, that be 



BewB to folk that men may see 

iMmej feble, w^ry, and bare, 

Fore J or in mich marter care, 

(That conne winoe hem nevennD, 

For they hare no power therto)> 

He eteth his owne dampning', 

But^if he lye J that made al thing. 

And if ye stieh a truauut iiude, 

Cha^ise him wel^ if ye be ktdde. 

But they wolde hate you, percas, 

A lid J if ye jillen iu hir lazs^ 

They wolde eftsooes do you scathe. 

If that they mighte, late or Fathe ; 

For they he not ftil pacient^ 

That han the world thus foule hlent 

And witeth wel^ wher that fod bad 

The ^^ood mau selle al that ne bad. 

And folowe him, and to pore it yive. 

He wotde not therfore that he live 

To serveo him in meudieucej 

For it was never his sentence ; 

But he had wirkeu whan that nede is^^^^ 

And folwe him in c:oode dedes. ^^H 

Seynt Poule, that loved al holy chirchd^ 

He bade th'apostles for to wirche^, 

And wiiineii Kir lyflade in that wyse, 

And hem defended truaundyse^ 

And seide, ** Wirketh with your bonden ; 

Thun sb tilde the thini^ be uuderstondeu. 

He noldcj y-wisj hidde hem beggingj 

Ne sellen gospel, ne preching-. 

Lest they berafte^^ with hir asking^ 

Folk of hir catel or of hir thing* 

For ill this world h many a man 

That yeveth his good^ for he lie can 

^V^enie it for shamej or elles he 

Wolde of the aster delivered be ; 
And J for he him encombreth m^ 
He yevath him good to late him go 
But it can him no-thing profytej 
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They lese the yift and the meryte. 
The goode folk^ that Poule to preched^ 
Profred him ofte^ whan he hem teched^ 
Som of hir good in charite ; 
But therof right no-thing took he ; 
But of his hondwerk wolde he gete 
Clothes to wryen him^ and his mete/ 

Amour, ^ Tel me than how a man may liven^ 
That al his good to pore hath yiven^ 
And wol but only bidde his bedes^ 
And never with hond laboure his nedes : 
May he do so ? * 

R Sem. ^ Ye, sir.* 

Amour. ' And how ? * 

F. Sem, ^ Sir, I wol gladly telle yow : — 
Seyiit Austin seith, a man may be 
In houses that han propretee. 
As templers and hospitelers. 
And as these chanouns regulers. 
Or whyte monkes, or these blake — 
(I wole no mo ensamples make) — 
And take therof his sustening. 
For therinne lyth no begging ; 
But other-weyes not, y-wis, 
Yif Austin gabbeth not of this. 
And yit ful many a monk laboureth. 
That god in holy chirche hououreth ; 
For whan hir swinking is agoon. 
They rede and singe in chirche anoon. 

' And for ther hath ben greet discord. 
As many a wight may here record. 
Upon the estate of mendience, 
I wol shortly, in your presence, 
Telle how a man may begge at nede. 
That hath not wherwith him to fede, 
Maugre his felones jangelinges. 
For soth&stnesse wol non hidinges ; 
And yit, percas, I may abeye 
That I to yow sothly thus seye. 

^ ' Lo, here the caas especial : 
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If a man be so bestial 

That he of no craft hath science^ 

And nought desyreth ignorence^ 

Than may he go a-begging yeme^ 

Til he som manor cnh can leme^ 

Thurgh which, withoute truaunding^ 

He may in trouthe have his living. 

Or if he may don no labour^ 

For elde, or syknesse^ or langour. 

Or for his tendre age also^ 

Than may he yit a-begging go. 

^ Or if he have, peraventure, 
Thurgh usage of his noriture, 
lived over deliciously. 
Than oughten good folk comunly 
Han of his mischeef som pitee. 
And suffren him also, that he 
May gon aboute and begge his breeds 
That he be not for hungur deed. 
Or if he have of craft cunning. 
And strengthe also, and desiring 
To wirken, as he hadde what. 
But he finde neither this ne that. 
Than may he begge, til that he 
Have geten his necessitee. 

^ Or if his winning be so lyte. 
That his labour wol not acquyte 
Sufficiantly al his living, 
Yit may he go his breed begging ; 
Fro dore to dore he may go trace. 
Til he the remenaunt may purchace. 
Or if a man wolde undertake 
Any empryse for to make. 
In the rescous of our lay. 
And it defenden as he may. 
Be it with armes or lettrure. 
Or other covenable cure. 
If it be so he pore be. 
Than may he begge, til that he 
May finde in trouthe for to swinke. 
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And gete him clothes, mete^ and drinke. 
Swinke he with hondes corporel^ 
And not with hondes espirituel. 

^ In al thise caas^ and in semblables^ 
If that ther ben mo resonables^ 
He may begge^ as I telle you here. 
And elles nought, in no manere ; 
As William Seynt Amour wolde preche. 
And ofte wolde dispute and teche 
Of this matere alle openly 
At Paris ful solempnely. 
And al-so god my soule blesse. 
As he had, in this stedfastnesse. 
The accord of the universitee. 
And of the puple, as semeth me. 

^ No ffood man oughte it to refuse, 
Ne oughte him therof to excuse. 
Be wrooth or blythe who-so be ; 
For I wol speke, and telle it thee, 
Al shulde I dye, and be put doun. 
As was sevnt roul, in derk prisoun ; 
Or be exiled in this caas 
With wrong, as maister William was. 
That my moder Ypocrisye 
Banisshed for hir greet envye. 

* My moder flemed him, Seynt Amour : 
This noble dide such labour 
To susteyne ever the loyaltee. 
That he to moche agilte me. 
He made a book, and leet it wryte, 
Wherin his lyf he dide al wryte. 
And wolde ich reneyed begging. 
And lived by my traveyling. 
If I ne had rent ne other good. 
What.^ wened he that I were wood.^ 
For labour might me never plese, 
I have more wil to been at ese ; 
And have wel lever, sooth to sey, 
Bifore the puple patre and prey. 
And wrye me in my foxerye 




Under a cope of papelardye.* 

Quod Love J ^ What devel is this I here?] 
Whstt wordes tellest thou me here?' 

F. Stum, ' What J air ? ' 

Amcur. ^ Falsnesse, that apert »! 

Tlmii drede^ thou not god ? ' 

I\ Sam. Noj certes : 

For selde in greet thing shal he spede 
In this world, that god wol drede. 
For folk that hem to vertu yiven^ 
And truly on her owiie liven j 
And hem in gx>odnesse ay contenoj 
On hem u litel thrift y-sene ; 
Sucli folk drink en g'l'et miaese ; 
That lyf ne may me never plese, 
But see what ^old han usurers^ 
And silver eek in hir gnrnersj 
Taylagiers, and these monyoura, 
Bailifsj bedels J provostj countoura ; 
These liven wel nygb by ravyae ; 
The smale puple hem mote enclyne^ 
And they as ivolves wol hem eteu. 
Upon the pore folk they geten 
Ful mtiehe of that they gpende or kepe C 
Nis none of hem that he nil strepej 
And wry en him-^ielf wel atte fulfe; 
Withoute scalding they hem pulte. 
The stronge the feble overgotli ; 
But I J that were my simple cloth, 
liobhe bothe robbed and robhours. 
And gyle gyled and gylours. 
By my treget, 1 gad re and threate 
The greet tresour into my cheste, 
That lyth with me so faste bounde. 
Myn highe paleys do I founde^ 
And my delytes I ful fi lie 
With wyne at feestes at my wille. 
And tables fuUe of eiitremees ; 
I wol no lyf^ but eae and peeSj 
And winne gold to spende also. 
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For whan the grete bag;^ is go, 

It Cometh right eft with my japes. 

Make I not wel tumble myn apes ? 

To winne is alwey myn entent ; 

My purchas is better than my rent ; 

For though I shulde beten be^ 

Over-al I entremete me ; 

Withoute me may no wight dure. 

I walke soules for to cure. 

Of al the worlde cure have I 

In brede and lengthe ; boldely 

I wol bothe preche and eek counceilen ; 

With hondes wille I not traveilen. 

For of the pope I have the bulle ; 

I ne holde not my wittes dulle. 

I wol not stinten, in my lyve. 

These emperoures for to shryve. 

Or kynges^ dukes^ and lordes grete ; 

But pore folk al qujrte I lete. 

I love no such shryving, pardee^ 

But it for other cause be. 

I rekke not of pore men^ 

Hir astate is not worth an hen. 

Where fyndest thou a swinker of labour 

Have me unto his confessour ? 

But emperesses^ and duchesses^ 

Thise quenes^ and eek thise countesses^ 

Thise abbesses, and eek Bigyns^ 

These grete ladyes palasyns. 

These joly knightes, and baillyves, 

Thise nonnes^ and thise burgeis wyves. 

That riche been, and eek plesing. 

And thise maidens welfaring, 

Wher-so they clad or naked be, 

Uncounceiled goth ther noon fro me. 

And, for her souls savetee. 

At lord and lady, and hir meynee, 

I axe, whan they hem to me shryve. 

The propretee of al hir lyve. 

And make hem trowe, bothe meest and leest. 




^^( 
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Hir parocb-prest iiis but a beest 
Ayena me and my company, 
Tfmt sbrewes been as gi-eet as I ; 
For whicbe 1 wol not byde in bold 
No privetee tbat me is toldj 
Tbat I by word or signe, y-wia, 
Nil make bem knowe what it Is^ 
And they woleii also tellen me ; 
They hele fro me do pnvitee. 
And' for to make yow hem perceyveu. 
That usen folk tbua to disceyveUj 
I wol you seyiij with on ten drede^ 
Wbzit men may in the gospel rede 
Of Seynt Mathew^ tbe gospelerej 
That seitb^ aa 1 sbal yoo sey here* 

' Upon tiie chalre of Moysefi — 
Thus m it ^losed, dou teles : 
That it is the olde testament. 
For therby is tbe cbaire ment — 
Sitte Scribes and Pharisieu ; — 
That is to seyn, tbe cursed men 
WTiiche that we ypocrites calle — 
Doth that tbey preche^ I rede you alle^ 
But doth not as they don a del, 
That been not wery to seye wel, 
But to do welj no wille have they ; 
And tbey wolde binde ou folk alwey, 
Tbat ben to be belled able, 
Burdens tbat ben importable ; 
On folkes sbuldres thinges they coucben" 
Tbat tbey nil with her ting-res toucben, * 

Amour. * And why wol tbey not touche i 

F,jSem. ^Why? 

For hem ne list not, sikcrly ; 
F<ir eadde burdens that men taken 
Make folkc^s sbuldref; aken. 
And if they do oug-ht tbat ^ood bo, 
Tbat i» for folk it ^bulde see : 
Her borders larger maken they, 
d make bir hemmea wyde ^wey^ 
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And loven setes at the table^ 

The firste and most honourable ; 

And for to han the first chaieres 

In synagoges^ to hem ful dere is ; 

And wiUen that folk hem loute and grete^ 

Whan that they passen thurgh the strete^ 

And wolen be cleped ^ Maister * also. 

But they ne shulde not willen so ; 

The gospel is ther-ageyns^ I gesse : 

That sheweth wel hir wikkidnesse. 

^ Another custom use we : — 
Of hem that wol ayens us be. 
We hate hem deedly everichoon. 
And we wol werry hem, as oon. 
Him that oon hateth, hate we alle. 
And conjecte how to doon him falle. 
And if we seen him winne honour, 
Richesse or preys, thurgh his valour, 
Provende, rent, or dignitee, 
Ful fast, y-wis, compassen we 
By what ladder he is clomben so ; 
And for to maken him doun to go. 
With traisoun we wole him defame. 
And doon him lese his gode name. 
Thus from his ladder we him take. 
And thus his freendes foes we make ; 
But word ne wite shal he noon, 
TU. alle his freendes been his foon. 
For if we dide it openly. 
We might have blame redily ; 
For hadde he wist of our malyce. 
He hadde him kept, but he were nyce. 

^ Another is this, that, if so ^le 
That ther be oon among us alle 
That doth a good turn, out of drede. 
We seyn it is our alder dede. 
Ye, sikerly, though he it feyned, 
Or that him list, or that him deyned 
A man thurgh him avaunced be ; 
Therof alle parceners be we. 
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And tellen folk^ wher-so we go. 

That man thurgh us is sprongen so. 

And for to have of men preysing^ 

We purchace, thurgh our flatering^ 

Of riche men, of gret poustee, 

Lettres, to witnesse our hountee ; 

So that man weneth^ that may us see^ 

That alle vertu in us he. 

And alwey pore we us feyne ; 

But how so that we hegge or pleyne. 

We hen the folk, without lesing. 

That al thing have without having. 

Thus be we dred of the puple, y-wis. 

And gladly my purpos is this : — 

I dele with no wight, but he 

Have gold and tresour gret plentee ; 

Hir acqueyntaunce wel love I ; 

This is moche my desyr, shortly. 

I eutremete me of brocages, 

I make pees and manages, 

I am gladly executour. 

And many tymes procuratour ; 

I am somtyme messager ; 

That falleth not to my mister. 

And many tymes I make enquestes ; 

For me that office not honest is ; 

To dele with other mennes thing. 

That is to me a gret lyking. 

And if that ye have ought to do 

In place that 1 repeire to, 

I shal it spenden thurgh my wit. 

As sone as ye have told me it. 

So that ye serve me to pay. 

My servise shal be your alway. 

But who-so wol chastyse me, 

Anoon my love lost hath he ; 

For I love no man in no gyse, 

lliat wol me repreve or chastyse ; 

But I wolde al folk undertake. 

And of n" "^'•*»* no teching take ; 
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For I^ that other folk chas^e^ 
Wol not be taught fro my Mye. 

* I love noon hermitage more ; 
Alle desertes^ and holtes hore^ 
And grete wodes everichoon^ 
I lete hem to the Baptist lohan. 
I quethe him quyte^ and him relesse 
Of f^pt al the wildirnesse ; 
To fer were alle my mansiouns 
Fro alle citees and goode tounes. 
My paleis and mjoi hous make I 
There men may renne in openly. 
And sey that 1 the world forsake. 
But al amidde I bilde and make 
My hous, and swimme and pley therinne 
Bet than a fish doth with his finne. 

^ Of Antecristes men am I, 
Of whiche that Crist seith openly. 
They have abit of holinesse. 
And liven in such wikkednesse. 
Outward, lambren semen we, 
Fulle of goodnesse and of pitee. 
And inward we, withouten fetble, 
Ben gredy wolves ravisable. 
We enviroune bothe londe and see ; 
With al the world werreyen we ; 
We wol ordeyne of alle thing. 
Of folkes good, and her living. 

^ If ther be castel or citee 
Wherin that any bougerons be. 
Although that they of Milayne were. 
For ther-of ben they blamed there : 
Or if a wight, out of mesure, 
Wolde lene his gold, and take usure. 
For that he is so coveitous : 
Or if he be to leccherous. 
Or thefe, or haunte simonye ; 
Or provost, fill of trecherye. 
Or prelat, living jolily. 
Or prest that halt his quene him by ; 
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Wrought with squyre and scantilone, 

Hr> that the tour were stuffed wel 

With alle richesse temporel ; 

And thanne^ that he wolde updresse 

Kngyns^ liothe more and lesse. 

To caHte at us, by every syde — 

To here his goode name wyde — 

Such sleightes as I shal yow nevene, 

llarelles of wyne, by size or sevene. 
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Or gold in sakkes gret plente^ 
He shulde sone delivered be. 
And if he have noon sich pitaunces^ 
Late him study in equipolences^ 
And lete lyes and fallaces^ 
If that he wolde deserve our graces ; 
Or we shal here him such witnesse 
Of sinne^ and of his wrecchidnesse^ 
And doon his loos so wyde renne^ 
That al quik we shulde him brenne^ 
Or elles yeve him suche penaunce^ 
That is wel wors than the pitaunce. 

* For thou shalt never, for no-things 
Con knowen aright by her clothing 
The traitours fulle of trecherye. 
But thou her werkes can aspye. 
And ne hadde the good keping be 
Whylom of the universitee. 
That kepeth the key of Cristendome, 
They had been turmented, alle and some. 
Sucne been the stinking fals prophetis ; 
Nis non of hem, that good prophete is ; 
For they, thurgh wikked entencioun. 
The yeer of the incamacioun 
A thousand and two hundred yeer, 
Fjrve and fifty, ferther ne ner, 
Broughten a book, with sory grace. 
To yeven ensample in comune place. 
That seide thus, though it were fable : — 
^^This is the Gospel Perdurable, 
That fro the Holy Goost is sent." 
Wel were it worth to ben y-brent ! 
Entitled was in such manere 
This book, of which I telle here. 
Ther nas no wight in al Parys, 
Biforn Our Lady, at parvys. 
That he ne mighte bye the book. 
To copy, if him talent took. 
Ther might he see, by greet tresoun. 
Full many fals comparisoun : — 
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'^ As moche as^ thurgh his grete mighty 
Be it of hete^ or of ligbt^ 
The snniie surmoanteth the mone^ 
That troubler is^ and chaungeth sone^ 
And the note-kernel the shelle — 
(I scome nat that I yow telle) — 
Right so, withouten any gyle, 
Surmounteth this noble Evangyle 
The word of any evangelist." 
And to her title tiiey token Christ ; 
And many such comparisoun. 
Of which I make no mencioon, 
A^ht men in that boke finde, 
A^o-so coude of hem have minde. 

^ Th' universitee, that tho was aslepe^ 
Gan for to braide, and taken kepe ; 
And at the noys the heed up-caste, 
Ne never sithen slepte it faste. 
But up it sterte, and armes took 
Ayens this fals horrible book, 
Ai redy batail for to make. 
And to the juge the book to take. 
But they that broughten the book there 
Hente it anoon awey, for fere ; 
They nolde shewe it more a del. 
But thenne it kepte, and kepen wil. 
Til such a tyme that they may see 
That they so stronge woxen be, 
That no wight may hem wel withstonde ; 
For by that book they durst not stonde. 
Away they gonne it for to bere. 
For they ne durste not answere 
By exposicioun ne glose 
To that that clerkes wole appose 
Ayens the cursednesse, y-wis. 
That in that boke writen is. 
Now wot I not, ne I can not see 
What maner ende that there shal be 
Of al this boke that they hyde ; 
But yit algate they shal abyde 



OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER 187 

Til that they may it het defende ; 
This trowe I hest, wol he hir ende. 

^ Thus Antecrist abyden we. 
For we ben alle of his meynee ; 
And what man that wol not be so. 
Right sone he shal his lyf forgo. 
We wol a puple on him areyse. 
And thurgh our gyle doon him seise. 
And him on sharpe speres ryve. 
Or other-weyes bringe him fro lyve, 
But-if that he wol f(3owe, y-wis. 
That in our boke writen is. 
Thus moche wol our book signifye. 
That whyl that Peter hath maistrye. 
May never Johan shewe wel his might. 

* Now have I you declared right 
The mening of the bark and rinde 
That maketh the entenoiouns blinde. 
But now at erst I wol biginne 
To expowne you the pith withinne : — 
And nrst, by Peter, as I wene. 
The Pope himself we wolden mene. 
And eek the seculers comprehende. 
That Cristes lawe wol defende. 
And shulde it kepen and mayutenen 
Ayeines hem that al sustenen. 
And felsly to the puple techen. 
And Johan bitokeneth hem that prechen. 
That ther nis lawe covenable 
But thilke Gospel Perdurable, / 

That fro the Holy Gost was sent 
To tume folk that been miswent. 
The strengthe of Johan they undirstonde 
The grace in which, they seye, they stonde. 
That doth the sinful folk converte. 
And hem to Jesus Crist reverte. 

^ Ful many another horriblete 
May men in that boke see. 
That ben comaunded, douteles, 
Ayens the lawe of Rome expres ; 



tS8 



THE POimCU. WORKS 



And Me with Anteerist they holdeu* 

Am men may In the book blholden. 

And than coma uu den they to sleen 

Alle tho that with Peter been ; 

But they shsl nevere ba%'e that migfaf^| 

And, god tofom^ for stryf to fight. 

That they ne ahal j-nou^h tnen fiode 

Th^t Peters lawe ihal have in mtnde. 

And ever holde, and so mayntenej 

That at the last it shaj be seue^ 

Tliat they shal alJe eonie therto^ 

For ought that they can epeke or dow 

And thlLke tawe @hal not sionde^ 

lliat tbey by Johan have (ludir^oode ; 

But, jnatigre hem, it shal adoun, 

And been brought to con fusion n« 

But I wnl gtinte of this matene^ 

For it is wonder long to here ; 

But hadde that ilke hook endured^ 

Of better estate L were ensured ; 

And freendea have I yit, pardee^ 

That ban me set ta greet degree, 
'^Of al thia world is emperour 

Gyle my fader, the trecbourj 

And emperes^ my moder is, 

Maugre the Holy Gost, y-wia. 

Our mig"hty linage atid our roata 

Hegneth in every regno aboutc ; 

And wel is worth we maistres he. 

For al thia world goveme we. 

And can the folk so wel diseeyvej 

Til at noon our gyle can perceyve ; 

And though they doon^ they dar not aaye ; 
pThe @othe dar no wight biwreye. 
Jut he in Cristis wrath lum ledeth^ 
at more than Crist my bretheren dredetlu 
[He nis no ftil good cbampioun, 
I Til at dredeth such EimLla<!ioun ; 
^or that for peyne wole re fuse u 
^ i to correcten and aecugeu* 
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He wol not entremete by right, 
Ne have god in his eye-sight^ 
And therfore god shal him punyce ; 
But me ne rekketh of no vyce, 
Sithen men us loven comunably. 
And holden us for so worthy, 
That we may folk repreve echoon. 
And we nil have repref of noon. 
Whom shulden folk worshipen so 
But us, that stinten never mo 
To patren whyl that folk us see. 
Though it not so bihinde hem be ? 
' And where is more wood folye. 
Than to enhaunce chivalrye. 
And love noble men and gay. 
That joly clothes weren alway ? 
If they be sich folk as they semen. 
So clene, as men her clothes demen. 
And that her wordes folowe her dede. 
It is gret pite, out of drede. 
For they wol be noon ypocrites ! 
Of hem, me thinketh it gret spite is ; 
I can not love hem on no syde. 
But Beffgers with these hodes wyde, 
With sleighe and pale faces lene. 
And greye clothes not ful clene. 
But fretted ful of tatarwagges. 
And highe shoes, knopped with dagges. 
That frouncen lyke a quaile-pype. 
Or botes riveling as a g^pe ; 
To such folk as I you devyse 
Shnlde princes and these lordes wyse 
Take alie her londes and her thinges, 
Bothe werre and pees, in goveminges ; 
To such folk shulde a prince him yive. 
That wolde his lyf in honour live. 
And if they be not as they seme. 
That serven thus the world to queme. 
There wolde I dwelle, to disceyve 
The folk, for they shal not perceyve. 
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^ But I UQ speke in no such wyee^ 
That men shulde humble abit dispyeej 
So that no pryde tli^r-undcr be. 
No man shiilde hate, as thinketh me, 
The pore man in sich clothinjE?. 
But god ne preisetlL him no-thing, 
That aaith he hath the world forBake^ 
Ami hath to worldly glorio liim take. 
And wol of aiche delyces use ; 
Who may that Begger wd ex<!URe? 
Thnt papelard^ that him yeldeth so^ 
And wot to worldly ese fro, 
And seith that he the world hath left. 
And gredily it ^rypeth eft^ 
He b the hound, shame is to seyn, 
Tliat to his casting goth ageyn. 

^ But unto you oar 1 not lye : 
But mighte 1 felen or aspye 
That ye perceyved it nf>-thing. 
Ye shulden have a stark lesing 
Right in your hond thus, to biginnej 
I nolde it lette for no mine/ 

The god lou^h at the wonder tho. 
And every wight gan laugh e alsOj 
And $eide : — ^ Lo here a man aright 
For to he trusty to every wight 1 ' 

^ Fals Sembknt/ quod Lovej ' sey to me^ 
Bith 1 thus have avaunced thee, ^m 

That in my court is thy dwellings ^H 

And of ribaudes ahalt he my king, ^* 

Wolt thou wel holden my forwarder??* 

I*. Sfim. * Ve^ sir J from hennes forewar^ 
Hadde never your fader here-hjforn 
Servaunt so trewe^ sith he wag horn. ' 

Amour. 'That is ayeines al nature/ 

K Sem. * Sirj put you in that aventure j 
For though ye horowes take of mftj 
The sikerer shal ye never he 
For ostageSj ne sikirnei%se, 
Or chartreSj for to here witnesse. 
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I take your-self to record here. 
That men ne may, in no manere, 
Teren the wolf out of his hyde, 
HI he be flayn, bak and syde. 
Though men him bete and al defyle ; 
What ? wene ye that I wole bigyie ? 
For I am clothed mekely, 
Ther-under is al my trechery ; 
Myu herte chaungeth never the mo 
For noon abit, in which I go. 
Though I have chore of simplenesse, 
I am not wery of shrewednesse. 
My lemman, Streyned-Abstinence, 
Hath mister of my purveaunce ; 
She hadde ful longe ago be deed, 
Nere my councel and my reed ; 
Lete hir allone, and you and me.' 

And Love answerde, ^ I truste thee 
Withoute borowe, for I wol noon.* 
And Fals-Semblant, the theef, anoon. 
Right in that ilke same place^ 
That hadde of tresoun al his face 
Right blak withinne, and whyt withoute, 
Thanketh him, gan on his knees loute. 

Than was ther nought, but ^ Every man 
Now to assaut, that sailen can,' 
Quod Love, ^and that ful hardily.' 
"Aian armed they hem communly 
Of sich armour as to hem fel. 
Whan they were armed, fers and fel. 
They wente hem forth, alle in a route. 
And sette the castel al aboute ; 
They wil nought away, for no drede. 
Til it so be that they ben dede. 
Or til they have the castel take. 
And foure batels they gan make. 
And parted hem in foure anoon. 
And toke her way, and forth they goon. 
The foure gates for to assaile, 
Of whiche the kepers wol not faile ; 




THE POEIICAL WORKS 



For they ben oeiUier iryke ne dede^ 
But hardf folkj and stronge m ded&l 

Now wole J seyn the countenaimoe 
Of Fai^-Semblantj and Abstinauace, 
That ben to Wikkid-Tonire went. 
But first they belde ber parlementj 
Whether it to done were 
To maken hem be kuowen theFOj 
Or ©lies walkau forth disgysed. 
But at the iaste they devysed* 
That tbey w-old goon in taptuage. 
As it were in a pil^riniage^ 
Lyk ^ood and holy folk unfeyoed* 
And Dame Abstiriem^e-Streyned 
Took on a robe of camelyne. 
And ^n hlr graitbe as a Begyne. 
A lar|?e covenchief of threde 
She wi^pped al aboute hir hede, 
But she forgat not hir sautere ; 
A peire of bedes eak she bere 
Upou a lace, al of whyt threde, 
On which that she hir bedes bede \ 
But she ne bough te hem never a del. 
For they were geveu her^ 1 wot wel, 
God wot, of a ful holy frere, 
Tliat seide be was hir fader dere. 
To whom she hadde ofter wente 
Than any frere of his covent. 
And he visyted hir also. 
And many a sermoun seide hir to ; 
He uoMe lette, for man on lyve. 
That tie ne wolde hir ofte shryva 
And with so gret devocion 
They mad en her confession^ 
That tbey had ofte^ for the nones. 
Two hedes in one hood at ones. 

Of iair shape 1 devyse her tbee^ 
But pale of face &omtyme was she ^ 
That false trai tour esse untrewe 
Was lyk that salowe hors of hewe. 
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That in the Apocalips is shewed^ 
That signifyeth tho folk beshrewed^ 
That been al ful of trecherye. 
And pale^ thurgh hypocrisye ; 
For on that hors no colour is^ 
But only deed and pale^ y-wis. 
Of suche a colour enlangoured 
Was Abstinence, y-wis, coloured ; 
Of her estat she her repented. 
As her visage represented. 

She had a burdoun al of Thefte, 
That Gyle had yeve her of his yefte ; 
And a scrippe of Fainte Distresse, 
That ful was of elengenesse. 
And forth she walked sobrely : 
And False-Semblant saynt, ie vous dy. 
Had, as it were for such mistere, 
Don on the cope of a frere. 
With chere simple, and ful pitous ; 
His looking was not disdeinous, 
Ne proud, but meke and ful pesibla 
About his nekke he bar a bible. 
And squierly forth gan he gon ; 
And, for to reste his limmes upon. 
He had of Treson a potente ; 
As he were feble, his way he wente. 
But in his sieve he gan to thringe 
A rasour sharp, and wel bytinge. 
That was forged in a forge. 
Which that men clepen Coupe-gorge. 

So longe forth hir way they nomen, 
111 they to Wicked-Tonge comen. 
That at his gate was sitting, 
And saw fom in the way passing. 
The pilgrimes saw he faste by. 
That beren hem ful mekely. 
And humblely they with him mette. 
Dame Abstinence first him grette. 
And sith him False-Semblant salued. 
And he hem ; but he not remued. 
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For he ne dredde hem not ardeL 
For when he saw hir £Eu;es wel^ 
Alway in herte him thoughte so. 
He shulde knowe hem hothe two ; 
For wel he knew Dame Ahstinaunce^ 
But he ne knew not Constreynaunce. 
He knew nat that she was constrayned^ 
Ne of her theves lyfe feyned. 
But wende she com of wil al free ; 
But she com in another degree ; 
And if of good wil she hegan^ 
That wil was failed her as than. 

And Fals-Semhlant had he seyn als^ 
But he knew nat that he was Ms. 
Yet fals was he^ but his falsnesse 
Ne coude he not espye, nor gesse ; 
For Semblant was so slye wrought, 
That falsnesse he ne espyed nought. 
But haddest thou knowen him befom^ 
Thou woldest on a boke have sworn. 
Whan thou him saugh in thilke aray 
That he, that whylom was so gay. 
And of the daunce Joly Robin, 
Was tho become a Jacobin. 
But sothely, what so men him calle, 
Freres Prechours been good men alle ; 
Hir order wickedly they beren, 
Suche minstrelles if that they weren. 
So been Augustins and Cordileres, 
And Carmes, and eek Sakked Freres, 
And alle freres, shodde and bare, 
(Though some of hem ben grete and square) 
Ful holy men, as I hem deme ; 
Everich of hem wolde good man seme 
But shalt thou never of apparence 
Seen conclude good consequence 
In none argument, y-wis. 
If existence al failed is. 
For men may finde alway sophyme 
The consequence to envenyme, 
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Who-so that liatli the subteltee 
The double sentence for to see. 

Whan thepilgrymes commen were 
To Wicked-Tonge, that dwelled there, 
Hir hameis nigh hem was algate ; 
By Wicked-Tonge adoun they sate. 
That had hem ner him for to come. 
And of tydinges telle him some. 
And sayde hem : — ^ What cas maketh yow 
To come into this place now ? ' 
' Sir,' seyde Strained-Abstinaunce, 
* We, for to drye our penaunce. 
With hertes pitous and devoute. 
Are commen, as pilgrimes gon aboute ; 
Wei nigh on fote alway we go ; 
Fol dusty been our holes two ; 
And thus bothe we ben sent 
Thurghout this world that is miswent. 
To yeve ensample, and preche also. 
To nsshen sinful men we go. 
For other fisshing ne fisshe we. 
And, sir, for that charitee. 
As we be wont, herberwe we crave. 
Your lyf to amende ; Crist it save ! 
And, so it shulde you nat displese. 
We wolden, if it were your ese, 
A short sermoun unto you seyn.' 
And Wikked-Tonffe answerde ageyn, 
'The hous,' quodjie, ^such as ye see, 
Shal nat be warned you for me, 
Sey what you list, and I wol here.* 
' Graunt mercy, swete sire dere ! * 
Quod alderfirst Dame Abstinence, 
And thus began she hir sentence : 

ComL Abstinence, * Sir, the first vertue, certeyiiy 
The gretest, and most sovereyn 
That may be founde in any man. 
For having, or for wit he can. 
That is, his tonge to refreyne ; 
Therto ought every wight him pejrna 
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For it is 1>etter atiUe be 
Tlmn for to spekeii hnnrij pardee I 
And he that herkcnetb it gladly^ 
He is no good tnao, aikerly* 
Aud, sir J above II al other ainne^ 
In that art thou inost grilty inne* 
Ttou spake a. jape not long- ago^ 
(Ajid, sir J that was righte yvel do) 
Of a ymig man that here repairedj 
And never yet thi^ place apaired* 
TTiou seydest ho awaited nothing 
But to di^oeyve Fair-Welcoming, 
Ye seyde nothing smooth of that ; 
But, air, ye lye ; 1 tell you plat | 
He ue Cometh no more, ne goth^ pardea 
1 trow ye ehal him never see, 
Fair-VV elcoming in prison is, 
That ofle hath pi eyed witli yoUj er thiSj 
The faireet games that he coude, 
Withoute filthej etille or loude ; 
Now dar be nat Inmself Eolaee. 
Ye han also the man do cbace. 
That he dar neither come ne go. 
Whzt meveth you to hate him so 
But properly your wikked thought, 
111 at many a fala lesing hath thought? 
Tliat meveth your foole eloquence^ 
That jangleth ever in audience. 
And on the folk areyseth blame^ 
And doth hem dishonour and shamej 
For thing that may have no preving. 
But lyklinesacj and contrivin|f. 
For I dar seyn, that Reson demeth. 
It is not al sooth thing that aemeth 
And it ia Binne to controve 
^riling that ia for to reprove ; 
This wot ye w el ; and, air, therefor© 
Ye am to blame wel the more* 
And, natlielejsse, lie rekketh lyte ; 
He yevetb nat now thereof a myte } 
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For if he thoughte barm^ parfay^ 
He wolde come and gon at day ; 
He coude him-«elfe nat abstene. 
Now Cometh he nat^ and that is sene^ 
For he ne taketh of it no cure^ 
But-if it be through aventure^ 
And lasse than other folk^ algate. 
And thou here watchest at the gate^ 
With spere in thyne arest alway ; 
There muse^ musard^ al the day. 
Thou wakest night and day for thought ; 
Y-wis, thy traveyl is for nought. 
And Jelousye^ withouten faile^ 
Shal never quyte thee thy travaile. 
And scathe is, that Fair-Welcoming, 
Withouten any trespassing, 
Shal wrongfully in prison be, 
Ther wepeth and languissheth he. 
And though thou never yet, y-wis, 
Agiltest man no more but this, 
(^ke not a-greef) it were worthy 
To putte thee out of this baily. 
And afterward in prison lye. 
And fettre thee til that thou dye ; 
For thou shalt for this sinne dwelle 
Right in the devils ers of belle, 
But-if that thou repente thee.' 

' Ma fay, thou lyest falsly ! ' quod he. 
'What? welcome with mischaunce now ! 
Have I therfore herbered you 
To seye me shame, and eek reprove ? 
With sory happe, to your bihove. 
Am I to-day your herbergere 1 
Go, herber you elleswhere than here. 
That ban a Iyer called me ! 
Two tregetours art thou and he. 
That in myn hous do me this shame. 
And for my soth-sawe ye me blame. 
Is this the sermoun that ye make ? 
To alle the develles I me take, 
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Or elleSj god, thou me confounds : 

But er meti diden this eastel founde, 

It passe th not ten dayes or twelv*e. 

But it was told rig-ht to my-sclTej 

And as they eeide, rigKt so tolde Ij 

He kiate the Rose privily ! 

Til us setde I now^ and have seid yore ; 

I not wher he dide any more. 

Why shuMe men sey me such a thingj 

If it hadde been gabbing ? 

Rijg^ht so aeide I^ and wol s«ye yit , 

I trowe^ I lyed not of it ; 

And with my hemes I wol bio we 

To alJe neigh boris a^rowcj 

How he hath bothe com en and gon,' 

Tho «pak Fal^Semhlant right aooi^ 
' All is not gospel J out of doute^ 
That men aeyn in the toime aboute ; 
Ley no deef ere to my speking ; 
I a were yow, sir^ it is gabbing i 
I trowe ye wot wel certeynly^ 
That no man Inreth him tenderly 
That s^eith him hamij if he wot itj 
Al be he never so pore of wit. 
And sooth is also sikerly^ 
(This knowe ye, mVy aa wel as I), 
That lovers gladly wol visyten 
The places ther bir loves hnbyten. 
Tliis man you lovetli and eek bonouretb ; 
Tins man to serve you laboureth ; 
And clepetb you his freend so dere, 
And this man makctb you good chere. 
And every- wher that he you meteth. 
He you saleweth, and he you gretetb. 
He preseth not so ofte^ that ye 
Ought of hi a come encombred be ; 
Ther pre^en other folk on yow 
Ful ofter than that he doth now. 
And if his herte him streyned so 
Unto the Rose for to go. 
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Ye shulde him seen so ofte nede^ 

That ye shulde take him with the dede. 

He coude his coming not forhere^ 

'fhoagh ye him thriUed with a spere ; 

It nere not thanne as it is now. 

But trusteth wel, I swere it yow. 

That it is clene out of his thought. 

Sir^ certes^ he ne thenketh it nought ; 

No more ne doth Fair-Welcoming, 

That sore ahyeth al this thing. 

And if they were of oon assent, 

Ful sone were the Rose hent ; 

The maugre youres wolde he. 

And sir, of o thing herkeneth me : — 

Sith ye this man, that loveth yow, 

Han seid such harm and shame now^ 

Witeth wel, if he gessed it. 

Ye may wel demen in your wit. 

He nolde no-thing love you so, 

Ne callen you his freend also. 

But night and day he wolde wake. 

The castel to destroye and take. 

If it were sooth as ye devyse ; 

Or Bom man in som maner wyse 

Might it wame him everydel. 

Or by him-self perceyven wel ; 

For sith he might not come and gon 

As he was whylom wont to don. 

He might it sone wite and see ; 

But now al other-wyse doth he. 

Than have ye, sir, al-outerly 

Deserved helle, and jolyly 

The deth of helle, douteles. 

That thrallen folk so gilteles.' 

Fals-Semblant proveth so this thing 
That he can noon answering. 
And seeth alwey such apparaunce. 
That nygh he fel in repentaunce. 
And seide him : — ^ Sir, it may wel be. 
Semblant, a good man semen ye ; 
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I>otite is thar noon, thou queen of miseTicordej 
That thou n'art cause of grace and mercy here ; 
God vouched sauf thurgh thee with us t'acorde* 
Far certes, Cristejii bli^ful moder dere. 
Were now the howe bout in swich manerej 
Aa it was first, of justice and of yre^ 
Tlie rtg-htfiil tlk)d nolde of no mercy here ; 
But thurgh thee lian we grace, as we desyre. 

Ever hath myn hope of refut been in tltee. 
For heer-bifom ful ofte, in many a wysej 
Haat thou to misericorde receyved me. 
But mercy^ lady, at the grete assyie^ 
Whan we shul come bifore the hye jnstyse I 
So litel fruit shal thatine in me be foundej 
That J but thou er that day me wel chaatyse, 
Of verrey rigbt my werk me wol coniounde. 

Fleeing^ I ilee for socour to thy tent© 
Me for to hyde from tempest fuJ of drede, 
Bisecbing you that ye you not absentee 
Though I lie wikke, (> help yit at this nede I 
A\ liave 1 lie en a beste in wille and dede, 
Yitj lady, thou me clothe with thy grace. 
Thyn enemy and myn (hidy, tak hede) 
Un~to my deeth in poynt is me to chace. 

Glorious mayde and moder, which that never 
Were bitter, neither in ertbe Eor in see^ 
But ful of swetue^se and of mercy ever. 
Help that my fader Iw^ not wrotb with me ! 
Spek thou, for I ne rJar not him y-see. 
So have I doon in erthej alias ther-whyle I 
That eertes, but-if thou my socour he. 
To stink eterne he wol my gost exyle. 

He vouclied eaufj tel him, as was his wiUej 
Bicome a man, to have our alliauuce, 
And with his precious blood be wroot the biJle 
Up-on the croisj as general acquitauncsj 
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To every penitent in ful creaunce ; 
And therfor, lady bright, thou for us praye. 
Than shalt thou bothe stinte al his grevaunce. 
And make our foo to failen of his praye. 

I wot it wel, thou wolt ben our socour. 
Thou art so ful of bountee, in certeyn. 
For, whan a soule falleth in errour. 
Thy pitee goth and haleth him ayeyn. 
Than makest thou his pees with his sovereyn. 
And bringest him out of the crooked strete. 
Who-so thee loveth he shal not love in vejno. 
That shal he finde, as he the l3rf shal lete. 

Kalenderes enlumined ben they 

That in this world ben lighted with thy name. 

And who-so goth to you the righte wey. 

Him thar not drede in soule to be lame. 

Now, queen of comfort, sith thou art that same 

To whom I seche for my medicyne, 

Lat not my foo no more my wounde entame, 

Myn hele in-to thyn hand al I resigne. 

Lady, thy sorwe can I not»portreye 
Under the cros, ne his grevous penaunce. 
But, for your bothes peynes, I you preye, 
Lat not our alder foo make his bobaunce. 
That he hath in his listes of mischaunce 
Convict that ye bothe have bought so dere. 
As I seide erst, thou ground of our substaunce. 
Continue on us thy pitous eyen clere ! 

Moises, that saugh the bush with flaumes rede 
firenninge, of which ther never a stikke brende. 
Was eigne of thyn unwemmed maidenhede. 
Thou art the bush on which ther gan descende 
The Holy Cost, the which that Moises wende 
Had ben a-fyr ; and this was in figure. 
Now lady, from the fyr thou us defende 
Which that in helle eternally shal dure. 
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Hoble prm(!«i9se^ that never haddest pere^ 

Certesj if uny comfort in us be. 

That com(?tli of theej thou Cristes moder dere^ 

We han iioii other melodye or glee 

Ua to rejoyse in our adversitee^ 

N' advoeat uoon that wol and dar so preya 

For usj and that for litel byre as ye, 

lliat helpen for an Ave-Marie or tweye* 

verrey light of eye a that ben blindej 
O v^errey lust of labour and distresse, 
O treaorere of bountee to mankind e, 
Thee whom God cheea to moder for humble 
From his anQille he made thee maistresse 
Of heverie and erthe, our biLle up for to bede. 
This world awaiteth ever on thy goodnesse. 
For thou ne failest never wigbt at tiede, 

Pnrpos 1 havo sum tynie for t'enquere^ 
Wherfore and why tfie Holy Gost thee soughte, 
VVliaa Gabrielles vois cam to thyii ere. 
He not to werre us ftwi<ih a wonder wroughte^ 
But for to save us that he Siithen bough te. 
That nedeth us no wepen us for to save^ 
But only tlier we did not^ as us oughte^ 
Do penitence J and mercy axe and have. 

Queen of comfort^ yit whan I me hi think 
111 at 1 a^ilt have bothCj him and tbee^ 
And that my f^oule is worthy for to sinke. 
Alias, I J oaitif, whider may 1 fiee ? 
\V\\o shal un-to thy sone my mewe be ? 
^^ ^Vbo, but thy-self, that art of pitee welle? 
^^^ Tliou hast more reuthe on our adversitee 
^^M Thau in this world mi^hte any lunge teUe. 

^m Ite 

TJi; 

^ So 



£edrease me^ moder, and me cbastyBe, 
For, certeynly, my fad res cliastisin^e 
TJiat dar 1 nought abyden in no wj^s© ; 
So hidous is his rightful rekeningOp 
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Moder^ of whom our mercy gan to springe^ 
Beth ye my juge and eek my soules leche ; 
For ever in you is pitee hahoundinge 
To ech that wol of pitee you hiseche. 

Soth is^ that God ne graunteth no pitee 
With-oute thee ; for God^ of his goodnesse^ 
Foryiveth noon^ hut it lyke un-to thee. 
He hath thee maked vicaire and maistresse 
Of al the world, and eek govemeresse 
Of hevene, and he represseth his justyse 
After thy wille, and therefore in witnesse 
He hath thee crouned in so ryal wyse. 

Temple devout, ther god hath his woninge. 
Fro which these mishileved pryved heen. 
To you my soule penitent I hnnge. 
Receyve me ! I can no ferther Seen ! 
With thornes venimous, O hevene queen. 
For which the erthe acursed was ful yore, 
I am so wounded, as ye may wel seen. 
That I am lost almost ; — it smert so sore. 

Virrine, that art so noble of apparaile. 
And ledest us in-to the hye tour 
Of Paradys, thou me wisse and counsaile. 
How I may have thy grace and thy socour ; 
Al have I been in filthe and in errour. 
Lady, un-to that court thou me ajourne 
That cleped is thy bench, O fresshe flour ! 
Ther-as that mercy ever shal sojourne. 

Xristus, thy sone, that in this world alighte, 
Up-on the cros to suffre his passioun, 
And eek, that Longius his herte pighte. 
And made his herte blood to renne adoun ; 
And al was this for my salvacioun ; 
And I to him am fals and eek unkinde. 
And 3dt he wol not my dampuacioun — 
This thanke I you, socour of al maukinde. 
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Ysaac was figure of his deeth^ certeyn^ 
That so fer-forth his £uler wolde ol>eye 
That him ne roughte no-thing to he slayn ; 
Right so thy sone list^ as a lamh^ to deye. 
Now lady, ml of mercy, I you preye, 
Sith he his mercy mesured so large. 
Be ye not skant ; for alle we singe and seye 
That ye ben from vengeaunce ay our targe. 

Zacharie you clepeth the open welle 
To wasshe sinful soule out of his gilt. 
Therfore this lessoun oughte I wel to telle 
That, nere thy tender herte, we weren spilt. 
Now lady brighte, sith thou canst and wilt 
Ben to the seed of Adam merciable. 
So bring us to that palais that is hilt 
To penitents that ben to mercy able. Amen. 



Eofplicit carmen. 



[I. THE COMPLEYNTE UNTO PITE 

PiTB, that I have sought so yore ago. 
With herte sore, and ful of besy pejnae. 
That in this world was never wight so wo 
With-oute dethe ; and, if I shal not feyne. 
My purpos was, to Pite to comple}me 
Upon the craeltee and tirannye 
Of Love, that for my trouthe doth me dye. 

And when that I, by lengthe of certeyn yeres^ 
Had ever in oon a tyme sought to speke. 
To Pite ran I, al bespre3nQt with teres. 
To preyen hir on Crueltee m' awreke. 
But, er I might with any worde outbreke. 
Or tellen any of my pe3nQes smerte, 
I fond hir deed, and Duried in an herte. 

Adoun I fel, when that I saugh the herse. 
Deed as a stoon, whyl that the swogh me laste ; 
But up I roos, with colour ful diverse. 
And pitously on hir myn yen caste. 
And ner the corps I can to presen faste. 
And for the soule I snoop me for to preye ; 
I nas but lorn ; ther nas no more to seye. 

Thus am I slayn, sith that Pite is deed ; 
Alias ! that day ! that ever hit shulde falle ! 
What maner man dar now holde up his heed ? 
To whom shal any sorwful herte cile ? 
Now Crueltee hath cast to sleen us alle. 
In ydel hope, folk redelees of peyne — 
Sitn she is deed — ^to whom shul we compleyne ? 
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But yel enuiMlli me llili wonder uewe, 
Tbt 1M» v%kt vvQt UK^iie k deed^ but I ; 
So maMif sea tts in liir tjve Hr koeve^ 
And y«t 9km dyed not io eodmidj ; 
For 1 lisf'e soi^t fair ^vtr im baify 
£^ ir^ I liadde wit or tnaniiei mmde ; 
But ilie was deed^ er that I eotide liir finds, 

Aboute bir bense tber ^oden Ittstilf , 
IVitLout^n Any wo^ a^ tbougbte me^ 
Bouatee parfjt, wel armed and ricbelf^ 
And ^i^^be Beautee^ Lti^^ and Jolitee, 
AsuTted Planer J VQuthe^ and Hone^teej 
Wisdom, Eitftat^ and I>reedj and GoveroAUBOe, 
Cou^dred boihe by botide and jdliaunee. 

A complefni bmdde I, wfiten^ In mju hond^ 
For to have put to Pita as a bllle^ 
But whan I al this coinpanye tber fand^ 
That rather woldeo all my cause splUe 
Than do me help* I held my pleynte stiUe ; 
For to that folk^ witbotiten any fiiloj 
Withoute Pite may no bille availe. 

Then leve I al thise virtues, sauf Ptte, 
Kepin^ tbe corps, as ye have herd me myUt 
Confedred alle by bonde of CruelteOj 
And b^n as^nted that I shal be sleyn. 
And I bave put my compleynt up ageyn ; 
For to my fooa my bille 1 diir not she we, 
Tbetfect of which eeith thuji> in wordes fewe : — 



The Bille 

' Hiimble.'rt of bertej hyest of reverence, 
Benii^e flour, coroune of vertues alle, 
Sbew'eth unto your rial excellence 
Your servauntj if 1 durste me so calle^ 
HiB mortal harm, in wbicb be is y*falle, 
And nogbt al only for his evel fare. 
But for your reuoun, an he ehal declaj'e. 
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^ Hit stondeth thus : your contraire^ Crueltee^ 

Allyed is ageynst your regalye 

Under colour of womanly Beautee, 

For men ne shuld not knowe hir tirannye^ 

With Bountee^ Gentilesse^ and Curtesye^ 

And hath depryved you now of your place 

That hight " Beautee^ apertenant to Grace." 

* For kindly^ hy your heritage right. 
Ye heen annexed ever unto Bountee ; 
And verrayly ye oughte do your might 
To helpe Trouthe in his adversitee. 
Ye heen also the coroune of Beautee ; 
And certes, if ye wanten in thise tweyne. 
The world is lore ; ther nis no more to seyne. 

'Eek what availeth Maner and Gentilesse 

Withoute you, henigne creature ? 

Shal Crueltee be your governeresse ? 

Alias ! what herte may hit longe endure ? 

Wherfor, but ye the rather take cure 

To breke that perilous alliaunce, 

Ye sleen hem that ben in your obeisaunce. 

' And further over, if ye suflFre this. 
Your renoun is fordo than in a throwe ; 
Ther shal no man wite wel what Pite is. 
Alias ! that your renoun shuld be so lowe ! 
Ye be that fro your heritage y-throwe 
By Crueltee, that occupieth your place ; 
And we despeired, that seken to your grace. 

' Have mercy on me, thou Herenus queue. 
That you have sought so tenderly and yore ; 
Let som streem of your light on me be sene 
That love and drede you, ay lenger the more. 
For, sothly for to seyne, I here the sore. 
And, though I be not cunning for to ple3me. 
For goddes love, have mercy on my peyue ! 
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' My pe}me is this, that what so I desire 
That nave I not, ne no-thing lyk therto ; 
And ever set Desire myn herte on fire ; 
Eek on that other syde, wher-so I go. 
What maner thing that may encrese wo 
That have I redy, unsoght, everywhere ; 
Me ne lakketh but my detli, and than my here. 

'What nedeth to shewe parcel of my pejme? 
Sith every wo that herte may bethinke 
I suffre, and yet I dar not to you pleyne ; 
For wel I woot, al-though I wake or winke. 
Ye rekke not whether I flete or sinke. 
But natheles, my trouthe I shal sustene 
Unto my deeth, and that shal wel be sene. 

'This is to seyne, I wol be youres ever ; 
Though ye me slee by Crueltee, your fo, 
Algate my spirit shal never dissever 
Fro your servyse, for any pe}me or wo. 
Sith ye be deed — alias ! that hit is so ! — 
Thus for your deth I may wel wepe and pleyne 
With herte sore and ful of besy pejme.' 



Here endeth the exclamadon of the Deth qfPifte, 



I. THE BOOK OF THE DUCHESSE 

The Proem 

I HAVE gret wonder, by this ligbte^ 
How that I live, for day ne nighte 
I may nat slope wel nigh noght ; 
I have so many an ydel thoght 
Purely for defaute of slepe. 
That, by my tjouthe, I take kepe 
Of no-thing, how hit cometh or goth, 
Ne me nis no-thing leef nor loth. 
Al is y-liche good to me — 
Joye or sorowe, wherso hit be — 
For I have feling in no-thing. 
But, as it were, a mased thing, 
Alway in point to falle a-doun ; 
For sory ima^inacioun 
Is alway hooDy in my minde. 

And wel ye woot, aga3nQes kinde 
Hit were to liven in this wyse ; 
For nature wolde nat suffyse 
To noon erthely creature 
Not longe tvme to endure 
Withoute slepe, and been in sorwe ; 
And I ne may, ne night ne morwe, 
Slene ; and thus melancolye. 
Ana dreed I have for to dye, 
Defi&ute of slepe, and hevinesse 
Hath sleyn my spirit of quikne 
Tliat I have lost al lustihede. 
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Siichs fantasyes beo in myn heda 

So I not what m best to do. 

But men mi^hte axe me^ why bo 
I may not alepe, and what me is ? 
But iiatlitileSj wlio a^ke thiis 
Leseth his asking trewely. 
My-aelven can not telle why 
The sooth ; but trewelVj ws I gesse, 
1 liolde hit be a siknes^ 
That J have sufired this eight yere. 
And yet my bote h never the iiere ; 
For tlier is phisicien but ooa. 
That m'Ay me hele ; but that is doon. 
Passe we over until eft ; 
Tliat wil not be, moot nede be left ; 
Our iirst mate re is ^ood to kepe* 

So whan I saw I might not slepe^ 
Til now late^ this other night, 
Upon my bedde I sat upright, 
And liad oon reche me a mjok, 
A romaunce, and he hit me took 
To rede and dryve the night away ; 
For me thoglite it better play 
llian pLiyen either at chesae or tables* 

And in this boke were writen fablea 
That elerkea hadde^ in olde tyme. 
And other poetSj put in ryme 
To rede^ and for to he in minde 
\Vliyl men loved the la we of kinde. 
Tljis book ne spak but of such thinges^ 
Of queues lyveHj and of khi^ea. 
And many othere thin^^ea female. 
AmoMge al this I fond a tale 
That me tboughte a wonder thing, 

Thifi was the tale : Ther was a king 
Til at hiffhte 8eys, and hadde a vvyf^ 
The beste that mighte here lyf ; 
And tbits *pxetie highte Alcyone. 
Bo hit befel^ tlierafter sone, 
IliiE king wold e wend en over i 



' see. ^^B 
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To tellen shortly^ whan that he 
Was in the see, thus in this wjrse, 
Soche a tempest gan to ryse 
That brak hir mast, tind made it falle. 
And cleffce hir ship, and dreinte hem alle. 
That never was founden, as it telles, 
Bord ne man, ne nothing elles. 
Right thus this king Seys loste his lyf. 

Now for to speken of his wyf : — 
This lady, that was left at home. 
Hath wonder, that the king ne come 
Hoom, for hit was a longe terme. 
Anon her herte gan to erme ; 
And for that hir thoughte evermo 
Hit was not wel he dwelte so. 
She longed so after the king 
That certes, hit were a pitous thing 
To telle hir hertely sorwful lyf 
That hadde, alas ! this noble wyf; 
For him she loved alderbest. 
Anon she sente bothe eest and west 
To seke him, but they founde nought. 

' Alas ! ' quoth she, ^ that I was wrought ! 
And wher my lord, my love, be deed ? 
Certes, I nil never ete breed, 
I make a^-vowe to my god here. 
But I mowe of my lorde here ! * 
Such sorwe this lady to her took 
That trewely I, which made this book. 
Had swich pite and swich rowthe 
To rede hir sorwe, that, by my trowthe, 
I ferde the worse al the morwe 
After, to thenken on hir sorwe. 

So whan she coude here no word 
That no man mighte finde hir lord, 
Ful oft she swouned, and seide ^ alas ! ' 
For sorwe ful nigh wood she was, 
Ne she coude no reed but oon ; 
But doun on knees she sat anoon. 
And weep, that pite was to here. 
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* A ! mercy ! swete kdy dere !^ 
QucmI she to JunOj Mr ^oddes^e ; 
* Help me out of this digtresse. 
And yeve me grace my lord to see 
Sone, or wite wher-so he be. 
Or how he fareth, or in what wyse. 
And I shal make you sacrifysej 
And hoolly you res become 1 ahal 
With goofi wilj body J herte^ and al ; 
And but thou wilt thisj hwiy swetej 
Send me grace to slepe^ and mete 
In my t^lepe som certeyii gweverij 
Wher-th rough that 1 may knowen ev8n 
W^hether my lord be <juik or deed/ 
With tliat word she ben^ doun the heed| 
And fil a-swown as cold as ston ; 
Hir women caughte her up auon^ 
And broghten hir in bed al nakedj 
And she J forweped and forwakedj 
Was weryj and thus the dede sleep 
Fil on her, or she toke keep^ 
Tlirough Juno, that had herd hir bone> 
Tliat made hir for to &Iepe eone i 
For as she prayde^ so was don. 
In dede ; for JunOj right anon^ 
C'allei! thus her messngere 
To do her erande, and he c^tm nere, 
Whan he was come, she bad him thus : 
^Go bet/ ijuod Juno^ *to Morpheus^ 
Tliou knowest him wel^ the god of sleep I 
Now understond wel, and tak keep. 
Sey tling on my halfe, that he 
Go faste into the grete eee. 
And bid liim tbatj on alle thing. 
He take up Seys tody the klngj 
Tliat lyth ful pale and no-thii^ rody. 
Bid him crepe into the body. 
And do it goon to Alcyone 
'Hie quene, ther she lyth alone^ 
And shewe hir shortly, hit is no tmj, 
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How hit was dreynt this other day ; 
And do the body speke so 
Right as hit was wont to do^ 
The whyles that hit was on ly ve. 
Go now faste, and hy thee blyve ! ' 

This messager took leve and wente 
Upon his wey, and never ne stente 
Tu he com to the derke valeye 
That stant bytwene roches tweye, 
Ther never yet grew corn ne gras^ 
Ne tree^ ne nothing that ought was^ 
Beste, ne man, ne nothing elles^ 
Save ther were a fewe wefles 
Came renning fro the cliffes adoun^ 
That made a deedly sleping soun^ 
And ronnen doun right by a cave 
That was under a rokke y-grave 
Amid the valey, wonder depe. 
Ther thise goddes laye and slepe^ 
Morpheus, and Eclympasteyre, 
That was the god of slepes hejrre. 
That slepe and did non other werk. 

This cave was also as derk 
As helle pit over-al aboute ; 
They had good leyser for to route 
To envye, who might slepe beste ; 
Some henge hir chin upon hir breste 
And slepe upright, hir heed y-hed. 
And some lave naked in hir oed. 
And slepe whyles the dayes laste. 

This messager com flying faste. 
And cryed, ^ O ho ! awak anon ! ' 
Hit was for noght ; ther herde him non. 
'Awak !* quod he, ' who is, l5rth there?' 
And blew his horn right in hir ere. 
And cryed 'awaketh T wonder hye. 
This god of slepe, with his oon ye 
Cast up, axed, 'who clepeth there?' 
' Hit am 1/ quod this messagere ; 
'Juno bad thou shuldest goon ' — 
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And told 6 him what lie shulde dooa 
As I Imve tald yow here-t<jfore ; 
Hit is no ii«e4 rehers© hit more ; 
And wente his wey, whan he bad sayd* 

Anon this god of slepe a-l»ra3'd 
Out of his alepej and p:an to goon. 
And did as he bad bede him doon ; 
Took up the dreynte body ione^ 
And bar hit forth to Alcyone, 
His wyf the quene, therms alie lay. 
Right even a quarter before day, ' 
And stood right at hir beddes iete, 
And called hir, right ast she hete. 
By name, and seyde, ^ my swete wyfj 
Awak ! Jet be your sorwful lyf I 
For in your sor^ve ther lyth no reed ; 
For certcSj swete^ 1 nam but deed ; 
Ye shul me never on Ivve y-aee. 
But good swete herte^ look that ye 
Bury my bodyj at whiche a tyde 
Ye mowe hit find© the see besyde ; 
And far-welj swete, my wo rides blisse ! 
I praye gmi your sonve lisse ; 
To litel why! our blisge lasteth 1 

With that hir eyen up sibe casteth, 
And saw noght; 'AT quod she, ' for sorwe I'] 
And deyed within the thridde morwe. 
But what she sa yde more in that swow 
I may not telle yow as now^ 
Hit were to longe for to dwelle ; 
My first matere I wU yow telle, 
Wlierfor J have told this thing 
Of Alcione and Seys the kio^. 

For thus moche dar I eaye wel, 
I had lie dolven everydel, 
And deed, rl^ht throug-h defaute of sleep^ 
If I nad red and taken keep 
Of this tale next before : 
And I wol telle yow wherfore ; 
For 1 ne might, for bote ne tale, 
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Slepe, or I had red this tale 

Of this dreynte Seys the king. 

And of the goddes of sleping. 

Whan I had red this tale wel. 

And over-loked hit everydel, 

Me thoughte wonder if hit were so ; 

For I had never herd speke, or tho, 

Of no goddes that couoe .make 

Men for to slope, ne for to wake ; 

For I ne knew never god but oon. 

And in my game I sayde anoon — 

And yet me list right evel to pleye — 

' Rather then that I shulde deye 

Through defaute of sloping thus, 

I wolde yive thilke Morpheus, 

Or his goddesse, dame Juno, 

Or som wight elles, I ne roghte who — 

To make me slepe and have som reste — 

I wil yive him the alder-beste 

Yift that ever he abood his ly ve. 

And here on warde, right now, as blyve ; 

If he wol make me slepe a lyte. 

Of downe of pure dowves whyte 

I wil yive him a fether-bed. 

Rayed with golde, and right wel cled 

In fyn blak satin doutremere. 

And many a pilow, and every here 

Of clothe of Reynes, to slepe softe ; 

Him thar not nede to turnen ofte. 

And I wol yive him al that falles 

To a chambre ; and al his halles 

I wol do peynte with pure golde. 

And tapite hem ful many folde 

Of 00 sute ; this shal he have. 

If I wiste wher were his cave. 

If he can make me slepe sone. 

As did the goddesse Alcione. 

And thus this like god, Morpheus, 

May winne of me mo fees thus 

Than ever he wan ; and to Juno, 
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That IS hh goddeese^ I shal eo do, 
I trow that ehe sbal liolde her [^yd/ 

I hadde uuueth that word y-^sayd 
Right thus as I have told ylt yow. 
That Bodeyiiljj I niste how^ 
Swich a lust auoon ine took 
To alep^j that right upon my book 
I fil aslepej and therwith even 
Me mette so inly swete a aweven^ 
So wonderful, that never yit 
1 trowe no man badde the wit 
To coune wel my sweven rede ; 
Noj not Joseph, withoute drede, 
Of EgiptCj he thnt redde so 
The kiuges meting Pharao, 
No more than coude the ]e.^te of us ^ 
Ne nat scarsly Macrobeusij 
(He that wroot a I th*avi8ioun 
That he mette^ king Scipioim, 
The noble man, the AfFrican^ — 
Swiche mervayles fortuned than) 
I trowe J a-rede my drenies even, 
Loj thus hit was^ this was my isweveii. 

The Dh£am 

Me though te thus :^that hit was May, 

And in the dawning ther I lay, 

Me mette thusj in my bed al naked :— 

I loked forth J for I was waked 

With smale foules a gret hepe, 

Tliat had aff rayed me out of depe 

7'hrough noysa and swetnesse of hir sotig ; 

And, as me mette,, they sate among^ 

Upon my chambre-roof withoutCj 

Upon the tyleSj al a-houte. 

And eongen, everich in his wyse^ 

TTie moste solempne servyse 

By note J that ever man^ I trowe^ 

Had herd ; for som of hem song lowe. 
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Som hye^ and al of oon acorde. 
To telle shortly, at oo worde, 
Was never y-herd so swete a steven. 
But hit had be a thing of heven ; — 
So mery a soun, so swete entunes. 
That certes, for the toune of Tewnes, 
I nolde but I had herd hem singe ; 
For al my chambre gan to ringe 
Through singing of hir armonye. 
For instrument nor melodye 
Was nowher herd yet half so swete. 
Nor of acorde half so mete ; 
For ther was noon of hem that feyned 
To singe, for ech of hem him peyned 
To finde out mery crafty notes ; 
They ne spared not hir throtes. 
And, sooth to seyn, my chambre was 
Ful wel depeynted, and with glas 
Were al the windowes wel y-glased, 
Ful clere, and nat an hole y-crased. 
That to beholde hit was gret joye. 
For hoolly al the storie of Troye 
Was in the glasing y-wroght thus, 
Of Ector and king Priamus, 
Of Achilles and Lamedon, 
Of Medea and of Jason, 
Of Paris, Eleyne, and Lavyne. 
And alle the walles with colours fyne 
Were peynted, bothe text and glose. 
Of al the Romaunce of the Rose. 
My windowes weren shet echon. 
And through the glas the sunne shon 
Upon my bed with brighte hemes. 
With many glade gilden stremes ; 
And eek the welken was so fair. 
Blew, bright, clere was the air. 
And ful atempre, for sothe, hit was ; 
For nother cold nor hoot hit nas, 
Ne in al the welken was a cloude. 
And as I lay thus, wonder loude 
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Me thought© 1 herde an hunte blow© 
1^ assay e his hoiTij atid for to kuowe 
Whether hit were clere or hors of BOune. 

1 herde goirige^ tip and doune^ 
Men J horsj houndes^ and other thin^ ; 
And al men speken of hunting. 
How they wolde bIrq the hert with Btrengthej] 
And how the hert had^ upon length e^ 
So moche emho^ed, I not no^ what* 
Anon-ri^htj whan I herde thatj 
How that they wolde on hunting goon, 
I was right glad, ai:d up anoon ; 
I took my hor^j and forth I wente 
Out of my chambre ; 1 never stente 
Til I com to the fe Id withoute. 
Ther overtook 1 a g^ret route 
Of huiites and eek of fora^teresj 
With many relay es and lymeres. 
And hyed hem to the forest faste. 
And I with hem ; — io at the laste 
I asked oon, kdde a lymere: — 
^Say, felowj who sbal liunten here?* 
Quod 1 ; and he au^werde ageyn, 

* Sirj Ui' em per our Octovien/ 
Quod he, ^and is hear faste by,' 
' A goddes halfe, in good tyraej' quod J, 

* Go we faate I ' and gan to ryde. 
Whan we came to the forest-sydej 
Every man dide, right anoon j 
As to bunting 111 to doon. 
The mayster-hunte anoon^ fot-hootj 
With a gret borne blew three moot 
At the uncoupling of his houxide^ 
\l'itbin a whyl the hert y-foimde is, 
Y-halowedj and re chased ftiste 
liOfig tyme ; and at tbi> laste^ 
ITiia hert rused and stul away 
Fro alle the houudej* a provy way, 
ITie houndes bad oversnote hem alJe, 
Aud were on a defaute y-falle ; 
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Therwith the hunte wonder faste 
Blew a forloyn at the laste. 

I was go walked fro my tree^ 
And as I wente^ ther cam by me 
A whelp^ that fanned me as I stood^ 
That hadde y-folowed^ and coude no good. 
Hit com and creep to me as lowe^ 
Right as hit hadde me y-knowe^ 
Hud doon his heed and joyned his eres^ 
And leyde al smothe doun his heres. 
I wolde han caught hit^ and anoon 
Hit fledde^ and was fro me goon ; 
And I him folwed, and hit forth wente 
Doun by a floury grene wente 
Ful thikke of gras^ ful softe and swete^ 
With floures fele, faire under fete. 
And litel used, hit seemed thus ; 
For bothe Flora and Zephirus, 
They two that make floures growe. 
Had mad hir dwelling ther, I trowe ; 
For hit was, on to beholde. 
As thogh the erthe envye wolde 
To be gayer than the heven. 
To have mo floures, swiche seven 
As in the welken sterres be. 
Hit had forgete the povertee 
That winter, through his colde morwes. 
Had mad hit suffren, and his sorwes ; 
Al was forgeten, and that was sene. 
For al the wode was waxen grene, 
Swetnesse of dewe had mad it waxe. 

Hit is no need eek for to axe 
Wher ther were many grene greves. 
Or thikke of trees, so ful of leves ; 
And every tree stood by him-selve 
Fro other wel ten foot or twelve. 
So grete trees, so huge of strengthe. 
Of fourty or fifty fadme lengthe, 
Clene withoute bough or stikke. 
With croppes brode, and eek as thikke — 
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They were nat an inche a-sonder — 
That hit was shadwe over-al under ; 
And many an hert and many an hinde 
Was both before me and bihinde. 
Of founes^ soures^ bukkes^ does 
Was ftd the wode, and many roes, 
And many squireUes, that sete 
Ful bye upon the trees, and ete. 
And in hir maner made festes. 
Shortly, hit was so ful of bestes. 
That thogh Argus, the noble countour, 
Sete to rekene in his countour. 
And rekened with his figures ten — 
For by tho figures mowe al ken, 
K they be crafty, rekene and noumbre. 
And telle of every thing the noumbre — 
Yet shulde he fayle to rekene even 
The wondres, me mette in my sweven. 

But forth they romed wonder &ste 
Doun the wode ; so at the laste 
I was war of a man in blak. 
That sat and had y-turned his bak 
To an oke, an huge tree. 
' Lord,* thoghte I, ^ who may that be ? 
What ayleth him to sitten here ? ' 
Anoon-right I wente nere ; 
Than fond I sitte even upright 
A wonder wel-faringe knight — 
By the maner me thoughte so — 
Of good mochel, and yong therto. 
Of the age of four and twenty yeer. 
Upon his berde but litel beer. 
And he was clothed al in blakke. 
I stalked even unto his bakke. 
And ther I stood as stille as ought. 
That, sooth to saye, he saw me nought, 
For-why he heng his heed adoune. 
And with a deedly sorwful soune 
He made of ryme ten vers or twelve. 
Of a compleynt to him-selve. 
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The moste pite, the moste rowthe. 
That ever 1 herde ; for, by my trowthe^ 
Hit was gret wonder that nature 
Might suflFren any creature 
To have swich sorwe^ and be not deed. 
Ful pitous^ pale^ and nothing reed^ 
He sayde a lay^ a maner song^ 
Withoute note, withoute song. 
And hit was this ; for wel I can 
Reherse hit ; right thus hit began. — 
^ I have of sorwe so gret woon. 
That joye gete I never noon. 

Now that I see my lady bright. 

Which I have loved with al my might. 
Is fro me deed, and is a-goon. 
Alias, o deeth ! what ayleth thee. 
That thou noldest have taken me. 

Whan that thou toke my lady swete ? 
That was so fayr, so fresh, so free. 
So good, that men may wel y-see 

Of al goodnesse she had no mete ! ' — 
Whan he had mad thus his complaynte. 
His sorowful herte gan faste fajmte, 
And his spirites wexen dede ; 
The blood was fled, for pure drede, 
Doun to his herte, to make him warm — 
For wel hit feled the herte had harm — 
To wite eek why hit was a-drad 
By kinde, and for to make hit glad ; 
For hit is membre principal 
Of the body ; and that made al 
His hewe chaunge and wexe grene 
And pale, for no blood was sene 
In no maner lime of his. 

Anoon therwith whan I saw this. 
He ferde thus evel ther he sete, 
I wente and stood right at his fete. 
And grette him, but he spak noght. 
Bat argued with his owne thoght. 
And in his witte disputed faste 
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Why and how bis lyf mi^lit lasta ; 
Him tbou^hte his sorwea were so smerte 
And lay so colde upon his herte ; 
So J through his sorwe and hevy Ihoglitt 
Made him that he ne herde me nogbt I 
For h(3 had wol uigh lost his minde^ 
Thogh Pan, tliat men clepe god of kitide. 
Were for his sorwes nev^er so wrooth. 

But at the last^j to sayn right sooth ^ 
He vvas war of mCj Kow I stood 
Before him, and dide of myn hood. 
And p-ettS him, as I best coiide» 
Deboiiairlyj and no-thin^ loude. 
He saydoj ' I prey thee^ be not wroothj 
1 herde thee not, to sayn the sooth j 
Ne I saw thee not, sirj trewely/ 

* A I goode sir, no forsj' quod 1^ 
^ 1 atn right sory if I have ought 
De^troiibled yow out of your thought ; 
For-yive me if I have mis- take/ 

*^YiSj th* amendea is tight to makCj* 
Quod he, '' for ther lytb noon ther-to ; 
Ther is no-thing missayd nor do,* 

Lo ! how i^oodly spak this knight, 
As it had been another wight ; 
He made it nouther tough ne queynte* 
Ami 1 saw that, and ^u me ai^ueynte 
With him, and fond him so tretahle. 
Right wonder skilful and resonable. 
As me thogbte, fur al his liale, 
A noon-right 1 gan fiude a tale 
To him, to loke wber 1 might ought 
Have more knowing of his thought, 

' Sir,' quod I, ' this game is doon ; 
1 holde that this hert be goon ; 
Thise hnntes conne him nowher see.* 

^l do no fors t)ierof/ quod he, 
'My thought is ther-oa never a del/ 

^ By our lord,' quod I, ^ I trow yow wel, 
Kight so me thinketh by your chere. 
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But, sir, 00 thing wol ye here ? 

Me thinketh, in gret sorwe I yow see ; 

But certes, good sir, yif that ye 

Wolde ought discure me your wo, 

I wolde, as wis god helpe me so. 

Amende hit, yif I can or may ; 

Ye mowe preve hit by assay. 

For, by my trouthe, to make yow hool, 

I wol do al my power hool ; 

And telleth me of your sorwes smerte, 

Paraventure hit may ese your herte. 

That semeth ful seke under your syde.' 

With that he loked on me asyde. 
As who sa3rth, ' nay, that wol not be.* 
' Graunt mercy, gode frend,' quod he, 
^ I thanke thee that thou woldest so. 
But hit may never the rather be do. 
No man may my sorwe glade. 
That maketh my hewe to falle and fade. 
And hath m3m understonding lorn. 
That me is wo that I was bom ! 
May noght make my sorwes slyde. 
Nought the remedies of Ovyde ; 
Ne Orpheus, god of melodye, 
Ne Dedalus, with playes slye ; 
Ne hele me may phisicien, 
Noght Ipocras, ne Galien ; 
Me is wo that I live houres twelve ; 
But who so wol assaye him-selve 
Wliether his herte can have pite 
Of any sorwe, lat him see me. 
I wrecche, that deeth hath mad al naked 
Of alle blisse that was ever maked, 
Y-worthe worste of alle wightes. 
That hate my dayes and my nightes ; 
My lyf, my lustes be me lothe. 
For al welfare and I be wrothe. 
The pure deeth is so my fo, 
Thogh I wolde deye, hit wolde not so ; 
For whan I folwe hit, hit wol flee ; 
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1 wolde liave hit, hit nil not me. 
Tins h my peyne wiUiout© reed, 
Alway deyiiig:, acd be not deed. 
That Sesiphusj that lyth in helle. 
May uot of more sorwe teUe, 
And who so wiste al^ by my trouthej 
My sorwe, but he hadde routlie 
And pite of my Borwes smerte^ 
That man hath a feendly herte, 
For wlnj so geeth me first on morwe 
May seyn, he hath y-met with aorwe ; 
For r am sorwe and sorwe is L 

' Alias ! and 1 wol telle the why ; 
My song is turned to pleynin^. 
And al my lau^liter to wepln^. 
My ^lade thoghtes to hevinesse. 
In travaile is myn ydelnesse 
And eek my res^te ; my wele is wo. 
My good is harm, and ever-mo 
In wrathe h turned my pleyingj 
And my del3rt in-to sorwing* 
Myn hele is turned into seekpesse. 
In drede is al my sikernease. 
To dcrk© h turneii al my light. 
My wit is fbly, my day is night. 
My love is hatCj mv sleep waking'j 
My mirthe and meles is fasting. 
My coniitenaunce is nycete. 
And al abaved wher-so 1 be. 
My pees J in pleditjg and in werre ; 
Alias ! how mighte 1 fare werre ? 

^ My boldneisjse is turned to shame. 
For fats Fortune hath pleyd a ^me 
Atte ches with me, alias 1 the whvle I 
The trayteresse falii and ful of ^le. 
That al behoteth and no-thing halt, 
She gotli upright and yet she halt, 
I'hat iKiggeth foule and loketh fajre, 
The dispitousic debonairoj 
lliat saoruetli many a oreatura I 
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An ydole of fals portraiture 

Is she, for she wil sone wryen ; 

She is the monstres heed y-wryen. 

As filth over y-strawed with floures ; 

Hir moste worship and hir flour is 

To lyen^ for that is hir nature ; 

Withoute fe5rth, lawe, or mesure 

She is fids ; and ever laughinge 

With oon eye^ and that other wepinge. 

That is hroght up^ she set al doun. 

I lykne hir to the scorpioun^ 

That is a fals flatering oeste ; 

For with his hede he maketh feste^ 

But al amid his flateringe 

With his tayle he wol stinge. 

And envenyme ; and so wol she. 

She is th* envyous charite 

That is ay fals^ and semeth wele ; 

So tumeth she hir false whele 

Ahoute^ for it is no-thing stahle^ 

Now by the fyre, now at table ; 

Ful many oon hath she thus y-blent. 

She is pley of enchauntement^ 

That semeth oon and is nat so^ 

llie false theef ! what hath she do^ 

Trowest thou ? by our lord, I wol thee seye. 

Atte ches with me she gan to pleye ; 

With hir false draughtes divers 

She stal on me, and took my fers ; 

And whan I saw my fers aweye, 

Alas ! I couthe no longer pleye. 

But seyde, ^^farwel, swete, y-wis. 

And &rwel al that ever ther is ! " 

Therwith Fortune seyde " chek here ! " 

And " mate ! " in mid pointe of the chekkere 

With a poune erraunt, alias ! 

Ful cranier to pley she was 

Than Athalus, that made the game 

First of the ches : so was his name. 

But god wolde I had ones or twyes 
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Y-koud and knowe the jeupardyes 
That coude the Grek Pithagores ! 
I shulde have pleyd the bet at ches^ 
And kept my fers the bet therby ; 
And thogh wherto ? for trewely 
I hold that wish nat worth a 8tree ! 
Hit had be never the bet for me. 
For Fortune can so many a wyle, 
Ther be but fewe can hir begyle. 
And eek she is the las to blame ; 
My-self I wolde have do the same^ 
Before god^ hadde I been as she ; 
She oghte the more excused be. 
For this I say yet more therto, 
Hadde I be goa and mighte have do 
My wille^ whan my fers she caughte^ 
I wolde have drawe the same draughts. 
For, also wis god yive me reste, 
I dar wel swere she took the beste ! 

' But through that draughte I have lorn 
My blisse ; alias ! that I was born I 
For evermore, I trowe trewly. 
For al my wil, my lust hoolly 
Is turned ; but yet, what to aone ? 
By our lord, hit is to deye sone ! 
For no-thing I ne leve it noght. 
But live and deye right in this thoght. 
Ther nis planete in firmament, 
Ne in air, ne in erthe, noon element. 
That they ne yive me a yift echoon 
Of weping, whan I am aloon. 
For whan that I avyse me wel. 
And betheuke me every-del. 
How that ther lyth in rekening. 
In my sorwe, for no-thing ; 
And how ther leveth no gladnesse 
May gladde me of my distresse. 
And how I have lost suffisance. 
And therto I have no plesance. 
Than may 1 say , 1 lia.ve rvght uoght. 
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And whan al this fedleth in my thoght^ 

Alias ! than am I overcome ! 

For that is doon is not to come ! 
have more sorowe than Tantale.' 
And whan I herde him telle this tale 

Thus pitously^ as I yow telle^ 

Unnetne mighte I lenger dwelle^ 

Hit dide myn herte so moche wo. 

* A ! good sir ! * quod I, * say not so ! 
Have som pite on your nature 

That formed yow to creature ; 
Rememhre yow of Socrates ; 
For he ne counted nat three strees 
Of noght that Fortune coude do.' 

* No/ quod he, * I can not so.' 

' Why so } good sir ! parde ! ' quod I ; 
'Ne say noght so, for trewely, 
Thogh ye had lost the ferses twelve. 
And ye for sorwe mordred your-selve. 
Ye sholde he dampned in tnis cas 
Bv as ffood right as Medea was. 
That slow hir children for Jason ; 
And Phyllis als for Demophon 
Henff hir-self, so weylaway ! 
For he had hroke his terme-day 
To come to hir. Another rage 
Had Dydo, queue eek of Cartisige, 
That slow hir-self, for Eneas 
Was fals ; a ! whiche a fool she was ! 
And Ecquo dyed for Narcisus 
Nolde nat love hir ; and right thus 
Hath many another foly don. 
And for Dalida dyed Sampson, 
That slow him-self with a pilere. 
But there is noon a-lyve here 
Wolde for a fers maken this wo ! ' 

' WTiy so } ' quod he ; ' hit is nat so ; 
Thou west ful litel what thou menest ; 
I have lost more than thou wenest.' 
' Lo, sir, how may that be ? ' quod I ; 
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^ Good sir^ tel me al hoolly 

In wliat wyse, liawj wby, and wherfore 

That ye have thus your blisee lore.* 

' Blytlily/ quod h*^ * com sit adoun ; 
I telle thee up condicioun 
That thou hoolly J with al thy wit. 
Do thyn en tent to herkene hit.* 
' YiSj sir/ * Swere thy trouthe ther-tcK* 
' Gladly. ' ' Do than holde her-to 1 ' 
' I shal right hlythlyj so god me save, 
Hoolly, with al the witte I haTe, 
Here yow^ as wel as I can/ 

^ A go^de^ half 1 * quod he, and tK^an 
'Sir/ quod he, *sith first I coutlie 
Have mif maner wit fro youthe. 
Or kiuiiely understonding 
To comprehendej in any things 
What love was, in myn owne wit, 
Dredel^j I have ever yit 
Be tributary, and yiveu rente 
To love hooLly with gode eutentej 
And through plesau nee become his tbral^ 
With good wit, body^ herte, and aL 
Al this I putte in bis eervage^ 
As to my lorde, and dide homage ; 
And ful devoutly prayde him to. 
He shulde besetta myn berte so. 
That it plesaunce to him were. 
And worship to my lady dere. 

' And this was longe, and many A f^f 
Or that myn berte was set o-wher, 
That I ilid thus, and niste why ; 
I trowe hit cam me kindely. 
Paraunter 1 was therto able 
As a wbyt wal or a table ; 
For hit is redy to caccbe and take 
Al that men wU tliarin m»ke^ 
Wher-ao men wol portreye or peynte, 
Be the werkes never bo queyn^. 

* And thilko tyme I ferde so 
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I was able to have lemed tho. 

And to have coud as wel or better, 

Paraunter, other art or letter. 

But for love cam first in my thought, 

Therfore I forgat it nought. 

I chees love to my firste craft, 

Therfor hit is with me y-laft. 

Forwhy I took hit of so yong age, 

That malice hadde my corage 

Nat that tyme turned to no-thing 

Through to mochel knowleching. 

For that tyme Youthe, my maistresse, 

Grovemed me in ydelnesse ; 

For hit was in my firste youthe. 

And tho fill litel good I couthe ; 

For al my werkes were flittinge. 

And al my thoghtes varyinge ; 

Al were to me y-liche good. 

That I knew tho ; but thus hit stood. 

^ Hit happed that I cam a day 
Into a place, ther I say, 
Trewly, the feyrest companye 
Of ladies, that ever man with ye 
Had seen togedres in oo place. 
Shal I clepe hit hap other grace 
That brognte me ther } nay, but Fortune, 
That is to lyen ful comune. 
The false trayteresse, pervers, 
God wolde I coude clepe hir wers ! 
For now she worcheth me ful wo. 
And I wol telle sone why so. 

^ Among thise ladies thus echoon, 
Soth to seyn, I saw ther oon 
That was lyk noon of al the route ; 
For I dar swere, withoute doute, 
That as the someres sonne bright 
Is &irer, clerer, and hath more light 
Than any planete, is in heven. 
The mone, or the sterres seven. 
For al the worlde, so had she 
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Surmounted hem alle of beaute^ 
Of maner and of comlinesse^ 
Of stature and wel set gladnesse^ 
Of goodlihede so wel b^ye — 
Shortly, what shal I more seye ? 
By god, and by his halwes twelve. 
It was my swete, right as hir-selve ! 
She had so sted£ast countenaiince. 
So noble port and mejrntenaunce. 
And Love, that had herd my bone. 
Had espyed me thus sone. 
That she ful sone, in my thoght. 
As helpe me god, so was y-caught 
So sodenly, that I ne took 
No maner reed but at hir look 
And at myn herte ; for-why hir eyen 
So gladly, I trow, myn herte seyen, 
TTiat purely tho myn owne thoght 
Seyde hit were bet serve hir for noght 
Than with another to be wel. 
And hit was sooth, for, everydel, 
I will anoon-right telle thee why. 

' I saw hir daunce so comlily, 
Carole and singe so swetely, 
Laughe and pleye so womanly. 
And loke so debonairly. 
So goodly speke and so frendly. 
That certes, I trow, that evermore 
Nas sejrn so blisful a tresore. 
For every heer upon hir hede, 
Soth to seyn, hit was not rede, 
Ne nouther yelw, ne broun hit nas ; 
Me thoghte, most lyk gold hit was. 
And whiche eyen my lady hadde ! 
Debonair, goode, glade, and sadde, 
Simple, of good mochel, noght to wyde ; 
Therto hir look nas not a-syde, 
Ne overthwert, but beset so wel. 
Hit drew and took up, everydel, 
Alle that on hir gan beholde. 
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Hir eyen semed anoon she wolde 
Have mercy ; fooles wenden so ; 
But hit was never the rather do. 
Hit nas no countrefeted things 
It was hir owne pure loking^ 
That the goddesse^ dame Nature^ 
Had made hem opene by mesure^ 
And close ; for^ were she never so glad^ 
Hir loking was not foly sprad^ 
Ne wildely^ thogh that she pleyde ; 
But ever, me thoghte, hir eyen seyde^ 
" By god, my wrathe is al for-yive ! " 

* Therwith hir liste so wel to live. 
That dulnesse was of hir a-drad. 
She nas to sobre ue to glad ; 

In alle thinges more mesure 

Had never, I trowe, creature. 

But many oon with hir loke she herte. 

And that sat hir ful lyte at herte. 

For she knew no-thing of hir thoght ; 

But whether she knew, or knew hit noght, 

Algate she ne roghte of hem a stree ! 

To gete hir love no ner nas he 

That woned at home, than he in Inde ; 

The formest was alway behinde. 

But gode folk, over al other. 

She loved as man may do his brother ; 

Of whiche love she was wonder large. 

In skilful places that here charge. 

* Which a visage had she ther-to ! 
Alias ! myn herte is wonder wo 
That I ne can discr)rven hit ! 

Me lakketh bothe English and wit 
For to undo hit at the fulle ; 
And eek my spirits be so duUe 
So greet a thing for to devyse. 
I have no wit that can suffyse 
To comprehenden hir beaute ; 
But thus moche dar I seyn, that she 
Was rody, fresh, and lyvely hewed ; 
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And every day hir heaute newed. 
And ne^li hir face wai? aliler-best ; 
For certesj Nature had swich lest 
To make that fnitj tfiat trewly she 
Wa-H hir cheef patron of beau tee > 
And fheef en,'*ample of nl liir werke, 
And inoustre ; for^ be liit never so derke, 
Me tliinketh 1 see hir ever-mo. 
And yet more-overj thogh aile tho 
That ever lived were now a-lyve, 
They iie sholde have fotinde to discrjrve 
In al hir face a wikked stgiie ; 
For hit was sad^ sinipLe^ and henigne- 

' And which a goodly softe spec he 
Had that swete, my lyvei leclie ! 
So freiidlyj and so well y-grounded. 
Up al resoun so wel y- founded , 
And so tretable to alle gode^ 
That I dar swcre by the rode^ 
Of eloquence was never fotiade 
So swete a bow n Inge facnunde^ 
Ne trewer ton^^ed, ne Bcorned lasse^ 
Ne bet coude hele ; that, by tho Tnasae 
I durste swere^ thogh the pope hit Bonge, 
That ther was never through hir tonge 
Man ne woman gretly harmed ; 
Au for hir, ther was al harm hid ; 
Ne lasse Catering in hir wordej 
That purely J hir simple recorde 
Was founde as trewe as any bonder 
Or trouthe of any manne^^ honde, 
'"* i chyde she coude never a del, 
bat tnoweth al the world ful weL 

■ But s*vicb a fairnesse of a nekke 
lad that swete, that bnon nor brekke 
Nas ther non sene^ that mis^sat. 
Hit lA'as whyt, emothej atrep-bt, and flat, 
Withouten hole ; and catieHiooii, 
As by seming;, had she noon, 
Hir tbrotej as I have new memoire, 
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Semed a round tour of yvoire. 

Of good gretnesse^ and noght to grete. 

* And gode faire Whyte she hete^ 
That was my lady name right. 

She was bothe &ir and bright, 
She hadde not hir name wrong. 
Right faire shuldres, and body long 
She hadde, and armes, every lith 
Fattish, flesshy, not greet therwith ; 
Right wh)rte handes, and nayles rede^ 
Rounde brestes ; and of good brede 
Hir hippes were, a streight flat bak. 
I knew on her non other lak 
That al hir limmes nere sewings 
In as fer as 1 had knowing. 

* Therto she coude so wel pleye. 
Whan that her liste, that I dar seye^ 
That she was lyk to torche bright. 
That every man may take of light 
Ynogh, and hit hath never the lesse. 

^ Of maner and of comlinesse 
Right so ferde my lady dere ; 
For every wight of hir manere 
Might cacche ynogh, if that he wolde. 
If he had eyen hir to beholde. 
For I dar sweren, if that she 
Had among ten thousand be. 
She wolde have be, at the leste, 
A cheef mirour of al the feste, 
Thogh they had stonden in a rowe. 
To mennes eyen that coude have knowe 
For wher-so men had pleyd or waked. 
Me thoghte the felawsnip as naked 
Withouten hir, that saw I ones. 
As a coroune withoute stones. 
Trewely she was, to myn ye. 
The soleyn fenix of Arabye, 
For ther liveth never but oon ; 
Ne swich as she ne knew I noon. 

^ To speke of goodnesse ; trewly she 
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Had ae moclie debonairte 

Aa ever had Hester in the bible, 

And more^ if more were posaible. 

And J soth to f^3'iie, therwith-al 

She had a wit so general, 

So hool enclyiied to alle gede. 

Til at al hir wit was isetj bv the rodj^, 

WithoiLte uialice^^ upon gladnesse I 

Thertd T saw never yet a leas© 

Harmful^ tlian <;he wa» in doing. 

T ^ey nat that she ne had knowing 

What was harm ; or el leg ^he 

Had coud no good^ so thiiiketh me. 

^ And trewly, for to speke of troiith©. 
But ahc had hadj hit had he routhe. 
Therof she had so moche hir del — 
And I dar seyn and swere hit wel^ 
ITiat Troutho him-selfj over al and al^ 
Had chose his macer princij^val 
Jn hir» that was his resting-place. 
Ill ere- to she hadde the moste grace, 
To have stedfast perse vera unce. 
And esfj atempre governaunce. 
That ev^er J knew or wiste yit ; 
So pure suffrannt was hir wit. 
And reson gladly she understood, 
Hit Mowed wel she coude good. 
She used gladly to do wel ; 
The^e were hir maners every-del. 

' ITicrwith she loved eo wel rightj 
She wrong do wolde to no wi^ht ; 
No wight might do hir no shame. 
She loved so wel hir owne name. 
Hir luste to holde no wight in honde t 
Ne, be thou nker^ she nolde fonde 
To holde DO wight in balaonce. 
By half word ue by countenauncej 
But-if men wolde upon hir lye ; 
Ne sende men in-to Walakye, 
To Pruyse and iu-to Tartarye, 
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To Alisaundre^ ne in-to Turkve, 
And bidde him faste^ anoon that he 
Go hoodies to the drye see^ 
And come hoom by the Carrenare ; 
And seye^ ** Sir, be now right ware 
That I may of yow here seyn 
Worship, or that ye come ageyn ! " 
She ne used no suche kuakkes smale. 

* But wherfor that I telle my tale ? 
Right on this same, as I have seyd. 
Was hoolly al my love leyd ; 
For certes, she was, that swete wyf. 
My suffisaunce, mv lust, my lyf, 
Myn hap, myn hele, and al my blisse. 
My worldes welfare and my lisse. 
And I hirs hoolly, everydel.' 

' By our lord, quod 1, ^ I trowe yow wel* 
Hardely, your love was wel beset, 
I not how ye mighte have do bet' 
^ Bet ? ne no wight so wel ! ' quod he. 
' I trowe hit, sir,' quod I, * parde ! ' 
' Nay, leve hit wel ! ' * Sir, so do I ; 
I leve yow wel, that trewely 
Yow thoghte, that she was the beste. 
And to beholde the alderfaireste. 
Who so had loked with your even.' 

' With myn ? nay, alle that hir seyen 
Seyde, and sworn hit was so. 
And thogh they ne hadde, I wold tho 
Have loved best my lady fre, 
Thogh I had had al the beautee 
That ever had Alcipyades, 
And al the strengthe of Ercules, 
And therto had the worthinesse 
Of Alisaundre, and al the richesse 
That ever was in Babiloyne, 
In Cartage, or in Macedoyne, 
Or in Rome, or in Ninive ; 
And therto al-so hardy be 
As was Ector, so have I joye. 
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That Achilles slow at Troye — 
And therfor was he slayn also 
In a temple^ for bothe two 
Were sl&yn, he and Antilogus^ 
And so eejih Dares Frigius^ 
For love of hir Polixena — 
Or been as wys as Minerva^ 
I wolde ever, withoute drede. 
Have loved hir, for I moste nede ! 
" Nede ! " nay, I gabbe now, 
Noght " nede," and I wol telle how. 
For of good wille myn herte hit wolde^ 
And eek to love hir I was holde 
As for the fairest and the beste. 

^ She was as good, so have I reste. 
As ever was Penelope of Grece, 
Or as the noble wyf Lucrece, 
That was the beste — he telleth thus. 
The Romain Tytus Livius — 
She was as good, and no-thing lyke, 
Thogh hir stories be autentyke ; 
Algate she was as trewe as she. 

* But wherfor that I telle thee 
Whan I first my lady sey ? 
I was right yong, the sooth to sey. 
And ful gret need I hadde to leme ; 
M^han my herte wolde yerne 
To love, it was a greet empryse. 
But as my wit coude best suffyse. 
After my yonge childly wit, 
M^ithoute drede, I besette hit 
To love hir in my beste wyse. 
To do hir worship and servyse 
That I tho coude, by my trouthe, 
Withoute feyning outher slouthe ; 
For wonder fayn I wolde hir see. 
So mochel hit amended me. 
That, whan I saw hir first a-morwe, 
I was warished of al my sorwe 
Of al day after, til hit were eve ; 
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Me thoghte no-things mighte me greve^ 
Were my sorwes never so smerte. 
And yit she sit so in myn herte^ 
That^ by my trouthe, I nolde noght^ 
For al this worlde, out of mv thoght 
Leve my lady ; no, trewly ! 

'Now, by my trouthe, sir,' quod I, 
' Me thinketh ye have such a chauuce 
As shrift withoute repeutaunce.' 

' Repentaunce ! nay fy,' quod he ; 
' Shulde I now repente me 
To love ? nay, certes, than wer I wel 
Wers than was Achitofel, 
Or Anthenor, so have I joye. 
The traytour that betraysed Troye, 
Or the false Genelon, 
He that purchased the treson 
Of Rowland and of Olivere. 
Nay, whyl I am a-lyve here 
I nil foryete hir never-mo.* 

' Now, gode sir,* quod I right the, 
' Ye han wel told me her-before. 
It is no need reherse hit more 
How ye sawe hir first, and where ; 
But wolde ye telle me the maiiere. 
To hir which was your firste speche — 
Therof I wolde yow be-seche — 
And how she knewe first your thoght. 
Whether ye loved hir or noght. 
And telleth me eek what ye have lore ; 
I herde yow telle her-before.' 

' Ye,' seyde he, 'thou nost what thou menest; 
I have lost more than thou wenest' 

' What los is that, sir ? ' quod I tho ; 
' Nil she not love yow ? is hit so ? 
Or have ye oght y-doon amis. 
That she hath left yow ? is hit this ? 
For goddes love, tel me al.' 

' Before god,' quod he, ' and I shaL 
I saye right as I have seyd, 
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On hir was al my love leyd ; 
And yet she niste hit never a del 
Noght lonffe tyme^ leve hit wel. 
For be right sucer^ I durste noght 
For al this worlde teUe hir my thoght, 
Ne I wolde have wratthed hir, trewly. 
For wostow why ? she was lady 
Of the body ; sde had the herte. 
And who liath that, may not asterte. 

^ But, for to kepe me fro ydelnesse^ 
Trewly I did my besinesse 
To make songes, as I best coude. 
And ofte tyme I song hem loude ; 
And made songes a gret del, 
Al-thogh I coude not make so wel 
Songes, ne knowe the art al. 
As coude Lamekes sone Tubal, 
That fond out first the art of songe ; 
For, as his brothers hamers ronge 
Upon his anvelt up and doun, 
Therof he took the firste soun ; 
But Grekes seyn, Pictagoras, 
That he the firste finder was 
Of the art ; Aurora telleth so. 
But therof no fors, of hem two. 
Algates songes thus 1 made 
Of my feling, myn herte to glade ; 
And 10 ! this was the alther-firste, 
I not wher that hit were the werste. — 
^^ Lord, hit maketh myn herte light, 
Whan 1 thenke on that swete wight 

That is so semely on to see ; 

And wisshe to god hit might so be. 
That she wolde holde me for hir knight. 
My lady, that is so fair and bright ! ' — 

^ Now have 1 told thee, sooth to saye. 
My firste songe. Upon a daye 
I bethoghte me what wo 
And sorwe that I suffred tho 
For hir, and yet she wiste hit noght. 



OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER 243 

Ne telle hir durste I nat my thoght. 
** Alias ! " thoghte I, '^ I can no reed ; 
And^ but I teUe hir^ I nam but deed ; 
And if I telle hir^ to seye sooth^ 
I am ardred she wol be wrooth ; 
Alias ! what shal I thanne do ? ** 

* In this debat I was so wo. 
Me thoghte myn herte braste a-tweyn ! 
So atte laste, soth to seyn, 
I me bethoghte that nature 
Ne formed never in creature 
So moche beaute, trewely. 
And bounte, withouten mercy. 

' In hope of that, my tale I tolde 
With sorwe, as that I never sholde, 
For nedes ; and, maugree my heed, 
I moste have told hir or be deed. 
I not wel how that I began, 
Ful evel rehersen hit I can ; 
And eek, as helpe me god with-al, 
I trowe hit was m the dismal. 
That was the ten woundes of Egipte ; 
For many a word I over-skipte 
In my tale, for pure fere 
Lest my wordes mis-set were. 
With sorweful herte, and woundes dede, 
Softe and quaking for pure drede 
And shame, and stinting in my tale 
For ferde, and myn hewe al pale, 
Ful ofte I wex bothe pale and reed ; 
Bowing to hir, I heng the heed ; 
I durst nat ones loke hir on. 
For wit, manere, and al was gon. 
I seyde '^ mercy ! " and no more ; 
Hit nas no game, hit sat me sore. 

^ So atte laste, sooth to seyn. 
Whan that myn herte was come ageyn^ 
To telle shortly al my speche. 
With hool herte I gan hir beseche 
That she wolde be my lady swete ; 
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And sworj and ffan hir "hertely hete 
Ever to be stedfast and trewe^ 
And love bir alwey freshly newe^ 
And nevar other lady have^ 
And al hir worship fir to save 
As I best coud^ ; 1 swor hir Ihi*— 
" For youres is al that ever tber is 
For ever in ore, myn herte swete I 
And never false yow^ but 1 meta, 
1 nil, as wis i^od neipe me so 1 " 

^ And whan 1 liad my tale y-do, 
God wot J she amounted nat a stree 
Of al my tale, so tho^hte me. 
To telle shortly as hit is, 
Trewly hir aiij^werej hit was this ; 
1 can not uuvr wel couciterfete 
Hir wordes, hut this was the i^et© 
Of hir answers ; she sayde, '* nay " 
Al-outerly. Alias I that day 
The Borwe 1 i^iiifredj and the wo ! 
Tliat trewly Cai^^saiidraj that no 
Be way led the destmccioun 
Of Troye and of llionnj 
Had never swich sorwe as I tho. 
I durste no more say therto 
For pure fere, but Mai away ; 
And thus 1 lived ful many a day : 
That trewely^ I hadde no need 
Ferther than my beddes heed 
Never a day to seche sorwe ; 
I fond hit redy every morwej 
For^why 1 loved hir in ijo ^re. 

* So hit befelj another yere, 
T thoughte ones I wolde foude 
*Vo do bir knowe and understonde 
My wo ; and she wel understood 
'Hiat I ne whined thing- hut jg"ood. 
And wyrsbipj aad to kepe hir uame 
(Her al thing, and drede bir shmme^ 
And was bo besy hir to serve i — 
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And pite were I shulde sterve, 
Sith that I wilned noon harm, y-wis. 
So whan my lady knew al this, 
My lady yaf me al hoolly 
The noble jdft of hir mercy. 
Saving hir worship, by al weyes ; 
Dredles, I mene noon other weyes. 
And therwith she yaf me a ring ; 
I trowe hit was the firste thing ; 
But if myn herte was y-waxe 
Glad, that is no need to axe ! 
As helpe me god, I was as blyve, 
Reysea, as fro dethe to lyve. 
Of alle happes the alder-beste. 
The gladdest and the moste at reste. 
For trewely, that swete wight. 
Whan I had wrong and she the right. 
So wolde alwey so goodely 
For-yeve me so debonairly. 
In alle my youthe, in alle chaunce. 
She took me in hir governaunce, 

^ Therwith she was alway so trewe. 
Our joye was ever y-liche newe ; 
Our hertes wem so even a payre. 
That never nas that oon contrayre 
To that other, for no wo. 
For sothe, y-liche they sufFred tho 

00 hlisse and eek oo sorwe bothe ; 
Y-liche they were bothe gladde and wrothe ; 
Al was as oon, withoute were. 

And thus we lived ful many a yere 
So wel, I can nat telle how.' 

*Sir,* quod I, *wher is she now? 
' Now ! ' quod he, and stinte auoon. 

Therwith he wex as deed as stoon. 
And seyde, ^ alias ! that I was bore ! 
That was the los, that her-before 

1 tolde thee, that I had lorn. 
Bethenk how I seyde her-befom, 

" Thou wost fill litel what thou menest ; 
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I have lost more than thou wenest " — 
God wot^ alias ! right that was she ! ' 

^ Alias ! sir, how ? what may that be ? ' 
' She is deed ! * ' Nay ! ' ' Yis, by my trouthe !' 
* Is that your los ? by god, hit is routhe ! * 

And with that worde, right anoon^ 
They gan to strake forth ; al was doon^ 
For that tyme, the hert-hunting. 

With that, me thoghte, that this king 
Gan quikly hoomward for to ryde 
Unto a place ther besyde, 
WTiich was from us but a lyte, 
A long castel with walles whyte. 
By seynt Johan ! on a riche nil. 
As me mette ; but thus it fil. 

Right thus me mette, as I yow telle^ 
That in the castel was a belle. 
As hit had smiten houres twelve. — 

Therwith I awook my-selve. 
And fond me lying in my bed ; 
And the book that I had red. 
Of Alcyone and Seys the king. 
And of the goddes of sleping, 
I fond it in myn honde nil even. 

Thoghte I, ^ this is so queynt a sweven^ 
That I wol, by processe of tyme, 
Fonde to putte this sweven in ryme 
As I can best ; and that anoon.' — 
This was my sweven ; now hit is doon. 



Explicit the Boke of the Duchesse. 



IV. THE COMPLEYNT OF MARS 
The Proem 

' Gladeth^ ye foules, of the morow gray, 
Lo ! Venus risen among yon rowes rede 1 
And floures fresshe, honoureth ye this day ; 
For when the sonne uprist, then wol ye sprede. 
But ye lovers, that lye in any drede, 
Fleeth, lest wikked tonges yow espye ; 
Lo ! yond the sonne, the candel of jelosye ! 

With teres blewe, and with a wounded herte 
Taketh your leve ; and, with seynt John to borow, 
Apeseth somwhat of your sorowes smerte, 
Tyme cometh eft, that cese shal your sorow ; 
The glade night is worth an hevy morow ! * — 
(Seynt Valentyne ! a foul thus herde I singe 
Upon thy day, er sonne gan up-springe). — 

Yet sang this foul — ^ 1 rede yow al a-wake. 
And ye, that han not chosen in humble wyse. 
Without repenting cheseth yow your make. 
And ye, that han ful chosen as I devyse. 
Yet at the leste renoveleth your servyse ; 
Confermeth it perpetuely to dure. 
And paciently taketh your aventure. 

And for the worship of this hye feste. 
Yet wol I, in my briddes wyse, singe 
The sentence of the compleynt, at the leste. 
That woful Mars made atte departinge 
Fro fresshe Venus in a morweninge, 
247 
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Whan Phebusj with hiB lyry torches rede, 
Ransaked every lover in liis drede. 



TheSior^ 

Whjlom the thridde hevenes lord above, 
As wel by heveuish revolucioun 
As by desert, hath wonne Venus his love. 
And she hath take him in lauhjecciouUj 
And as a maL^trc^sse taug^ht him his lesioan^ 
Comauudin^ him that never, in Hir eervyse. 
He nere &o bold no lover to despy^. 

For nhe forbad him jelosje at alle, 

And cruelte, and host, and tiraunve ; 

She made him at hir ln«t so humble and talle^ 

That when hir deyned caste on him hir ye. 

He took in pacience to live or dye ; 

And thiiii^ slie brydeleth him in hir manero^ 

With no-thing but with scourging of hir cheie. 

Who re^netli now in hlisse but VenuE^ 

That hath this worthy kniglit in g'overnaimce ? 

Who singeth uow but Mars, that serveth thuB 

The faire Venus j causer of plesaunce? 

He bynt him to perpetual obeisaunce. 

And she bynt hir to loveu him for ever, 

But so be that his trespus hit dissever* 

Thus be they knitj and regnen as in hevea 
By loking most ; til hit fil, on a tyde. 
That by hir bothe assent was set a steven. 
That Mars fihall entre^ as faste as he may ^lyde^ 
Into hir iiexte paleys, to abyde^ 
Walking his cours til she had him a-take^ 
And he preyde hir to haste hir for his sake. 

Then ieyde he thus — *^ myn hertes lady twet^^ j 
Ye knowe wel my mischef in that place » 
For sikerly, til that I with yow metej 
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My lyf stant ther in aventure and grace ; 
But when I see the beaute of your face, 
Ther is no dreed of deeth may do me smerte. 
For al your lust is ese to myn herte." 

She hath so gret compassion of hir knight^ 
That dweUeth in solitude til she come ; 
For hit stood so, that ilke tyme, no wight 
Counseyled him, ne seyde to him welcome. 
That nigh hir wit for wo was overcome ; 
Wherfore she spedde hir as faste in hir weye. 
Almost in oon day, as he dide in tweye. 

The grete joye that was hetwix hem two. 
Whan they be met, ther may no tunge telle, 
Ther is no more, but unto bed they go, 
And thus in joye and blisse I lete hem dwelle ; 
This worthy Mars, that is of knighthod welle. 
The ilour of faimes lappeth in his armes. 
And Venus kisseth Mars, the god of armes. 

Sojourned hath this Mars, of which I rede. 

In chambre amid the paleys prively 

A certeyn tyme, til him fel a drede, 

Througn Phebus, that was comen hastely 

Within the paleys-yates sturdely, 

With torche in honde, of which the stremes brighte 

On Venus chambre knokkeden ful lighte. 

The chambre, ther as lay this fresshe quene, 
Depeynted was with whyte boles grete. 
And by the light she knew, that shoon so shene. 
That Fhebus cam to brenne hem with his hete ; 
This sely Venus, dreynt in teres wete, 
Enbraceth Mars, and seyde, ^'alas ! I dye ! 
The torch is come, that al this world wol wrye." 

Up sterte Mars, him liste not to slepe. 
Whan he his lady herde so coropleyne ; 
But, for his nature was not for to wepe. 
In stede of teres, fro his eyen tweyne 
The fyry sparke brosten out for peyne ; 




And lieate his bauberk, tliat lay him besyde; 
Flee wolde he not, ne mighte him-selvcn hyde. 

He throw eth on hi^ Helm of huge wi^hte. 

And girt him with his swerde ; and in his honde 

His mighty spere, as he M.'aa wont to fighte^ 

He shake til m that almost it to-wonde ; 

Ful hevy he was to walken over londe ; 

He may not holde with Venus company e, 

But bad bir fleenj lest Pbebus hir espye- 

O woful Mars ! alas 1 what mayst thou seyn^ 
Tlmt in the paleys of thy distnrbautice 
Art left behindej in peril to be sleyn ? 
And yet ther-to is double tby penaunce^ 
For she J that bath tbyn herte in goverimu 
Is passed balfe the stremea of thyn yen ; 
Tliat thou nere swift, wel may at thou wepe 
cryen. 

Now fleetb Venus iin-to Cylenitis tour. 
With voide coursj for fere of Pbebus light 
Alas ! and tber ne bath she no E^cour, 
For she ne fond ne saw no nianer wight ; 
And eek as ther sbe had but litil might ; 
Wher^for^ bir-selven for to hyde and save. 
Within the gate she fiedde into a cave. 

Derk was this cave, and smoking as the belle. 
Not but two pas within the gate hit stood ; 
A naturel day iu derk 1 lets bir dwelle. 
Now wol 1 speke of Mars^ furious and wood ; 
For fforow be wolde have seen his herte blood ; 
Sith that he mighte hir don no companye^ 
He ne rogbte not a myte for to dye, 

S€ feble he wei, for hete and for bis wo. 

That tiigb be swelt, be migbte unnethe endure; 

He passe tb but oo steyre in dayes two. 

But ner the les^ for al bis bevy armure. 

He folowetli hir that is bU lyves cure ; 
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For whos departing he took gretter yre 
Thanue for al his brenning in the fyre. 

After he walketh softely a pas^ 
Compleyning^ that hit pite was to here. 
He seyde, " O lady bright, Venus ! alas ! 
That ever so wyde a compas is my spere ! 
Alas ! whan shal 1 mete yow, herte dere. 
This twelfte day of April I endure. 
Through jelous Phebus, this misaventure." 

Now helpe god sely Venus allone ! 

But, as god wolde, hit happed for to be. 

That, whyl that Venus weping made hir mone, 

Cylenius, ryding in his chevauche. 

Fro Venus valance mighte his paleys see. 

And Venus he salueth, and maketh chere. 

And hir receyveth as his frend ful dere. 

Mars dwelleth forth in his adversitee, 

Compleyning ever on hir departinge ; 

And what his compleyut was, remembreth me ; 

And therfore, in this lusty morweninge. 

As I best can, I wol hit seyn and singe. 

And after that I wol my leve take ; 

And god yeve every wight joye of his make I 



The Compi^vnt op Mars 
The Proem of the Compleynt 

The ordre of compleynt requireth skilfully. 

That if a wight shal pleyne pitously, 
Ther mot be cause wherfor that men pleyne ; 

Or men may deme he pleyneth folily 

And causeles ; alas ! that am not I ! 

Wherfor the ground and cause of al my peyne^ 
So as my troubled wit may hit ateyne, 

I wol reherse ; not for to have redresse. 

But to declare my ground of hevinesse. 
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Devotion 

The firste tyme^ alas ! that I was wroght^ 
And for certeyn effectes hider broght 

By Ifim that lordeth ech intelligence^ 
I yaf my trewe servise and my thoght^ 
For evermore — ^how dere I have hit boght ! — 
To hir^ that is of so gret excellence^ 
That what wight that first sheweth his presence, 
When she is wroth and taketh of him no cure^ 
He may not longe in joye of love endure. 

This is no feyned mater that I telle ; 
My lady is the verrey sours and weUe 

Of beaute^ lust^ fredom^ and gentilnesse^ 
Of riche aray — how dere men hit selle ! — 
Of al disport in which men frendly dwelle^ 
Of love and pley^ and of benigne humblesse^ 
Of soune of instruments of al swetnesse ; 
And therto so wel fortuned and thewed. 
That through the world hir goodnesse is y-shewed. 

What wonder is then, thogh that I besette 
My servise on suche oon, that may me knette 

To wele or wo, sith hit lyth in hir might ? 
Therfor my herte for ever I to hir hette ; 
Ne trewly, for my dethe, 1 shal not lette 

To ben hir t re west servaunt and hir knight. 

I Hater noght, that may wite every wight ; 
For this day in hir servise shal I dye ; 
But grace be, I see hir never with ye. 

A Lady in fear and woe 

To whom shal 1 than pleyne of my distresse ? 
Who may me helpe, who may my harm redresse .^ 

Shal I compleyne unto my lady free ? 
Nay, certes ! for she hath such hevinesse. 
For fere and eek for wo, that, as I gesse. 

In litil tyme hit wol hir bane be. 

But were she sauf, hit wer no fors of me. 
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Alas ! that ever lovers mote endure^ 
For love, so many a perilous aveuture ! 

For thogh so be that lovers be as trewe 
As any metal that is forged newe. 

In many a cas hem tydeth ofte sorowe. 
Somtyme hir ladies will not on hem rewe, 
Somtyme, yif that jelosye hit knewe. 

They nrighten lightly leye hir heed to borowe ; 

Somtyme envyous folke with tunges horowe 
Depraven hem ; alas ! whom may they plese ? 
But he be fals, no lover hath his ese. 

But what availeth suche a long sermoun 
Of aventures of love, up and doun ? 

I wol retume and speken of my peyne ; 
The point is this of my destruccioun. 
My righte lady, my salvacioun. 

Is in affray, and not to whom to pleyne. 

O herte swete, O lady sovereyne ! 
For your disese, wel oghte I swoune and swelte, 
Thogh I non other harm ne drede felte. 

Instability of Happiness 

To what fyn made the god that sit so hye, 
Benethen him, love other companye. 

And streyneth folk to love, malgre hir hede ? 
And then hir joye, for oght 1 can espye, 
Ne lasteth not the twinkeling of an ye. 

And somme han never joye til they be dede. 

What meneth this ? what is this mistihede ? 
Wherto constreyneth he his folk so fiiste 
Thing to desyre, but hit shulde laste? 

And thogh he made a lover love a thing. 
And maketh hit seme stedfast and during. 
Yet putteth he in hit such misaventure, 
That reste nis ther noon in liis yevm^. 
And that is wonder, that so just a Vi3^% 



254 



THE FOrnCAL WORKS 



Doth such hardnesae to Lis creature. 

Thus J whether lor© breke or elles dure^ 
Algatea he that hath witli love to done 
Hath ofter wo then changed is the mane* 

Hit ^emeth Vie hath to havers enmitei 
And lyk a fiasherj as men alday may see, 

Baiteth hia angle-liook with mm plesaunce. 
Til mony a Jish is wood tit that he be 
Seaed ther-with; and then at erst hath he 

Al his desyr, and ther-with al mischaunce ; 

And thogh the Ivue brekoj he hath peiiaunce ^ 
For with the hoke he wounded isa m sore, ~ 

That he his wages hath for e^er-niore. 



Tkfi Brooch of Thebm 

The hroche of Tliebas was of suche a kindej 
So fill of rubies and of stones Inde, 

That every wight, that sette on hit an ye, 
.He wende anon to worth© out of his minde ; 
I Bo sore the beaute wolde his licrte hinde. 

Til he hit badde, him thoghte he moste dye ; ' 
And whan that hit was his, than *ihiilde he drye 

Such wo for drede^ ay whyl that he hit hadde, 

That weliil^h for the fere he shulde madda 

And whiin Int was fro his possessioun, 

Tlian hrid he flouhle wo and paamoun 
For he so fair a tresor had forgo ; 

But yet this brochej as in conclusiounj 

Was not the cause of this confusrioun ; 

But he that wro^hte hit enfortuned hit ho, 
111 at every wi^ht that had hit shuld have wo j 

And therfor In the worcher wag the vyce. 

And in the eovetour that was bo nyc©. 

So fareth hit bv lovers and by me J 
For tho^h my lady have so gret beaute. 
That 1 was mail til I had gete hir gracd^ 
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She was not cause of myn adversitee^ 
But he that wroghte hir^ also mot I thee^ 
That putte suche a beaute in hir face^ 
That made me to covete and purchace 
Myn owne deth ; him wyte I that I dye. 
And myn unwit, that ever I clomb so hye. 

An Appeal for Sympathy 

But to yow, hardy knightes of renoun. 
Sin that ye he of my divisioun, 

Al be I not worthy so grete a name. 
Yet, seyn these clerkes, I am your patroun ; 
Ther-for ye oghte have som compassioun 

Of my disese, and take it nognt a-game. 

The proudest of yow may be mad ful tame ; 
Wherfor 1 prey yow, of your gentilesse, 
That ye compleyne for myn hevinesse. 

And ye, my ladies, that ben trewe and stable. 
By way of kinde, ye oghten to be able 

To have pite of folk that be in peyne : 
Now have ye cause to clothe yow in sable ; 
Sith that your emperice, the honorable. 

Is desolat, wel oghte ye to pleyne ; 

Now shuld your holy teres falle and reyne. 
Alas ! your honour and your emperice. 
Nigh deed for drede, ne can hir not chevise. 

Compleyneth eek, ye lovers, al in-fere. 
For hir that, with unfeyned humble chere. 

Was ever redy to do yow socour ; 
Compleyneth hir that ever hath had yow dere ; 
Compleyneth beaute, fredom, and manere ; 

Compleyneth hir that endeth your labour ; 

Compleyneth thilke ensample of al honour. 
That never dide but al gentilesse ; 
Kytheth therfor on hir som kindenesse/ 



V. THE PARLEMENT OF FOULES 

Thb Pbobx 

Thb lyf 90 short, the craft so Iod^ to Itrat, 
Th'asaay ao hard, so sharp the conqnesnog'^ 
The droiful joye, that alwey alit so yeme^ 
Al this mene I by love, that my felin^ 
Astonyeth with his wonderfiil worchinc 
So sore y-wis, that whan I on him thiue, 
Nat wot I wel wher that I wake or winke. 

For al be that I knowe not love in dede, 
Ne wot how that he qayteth folk hir hyre. 
Yet happeth me fill ofte in bokes rede 
Of his miracles, and his cruel yre ; 
TTier rede I wel he wol be lord and syre, 
I dar not seyn, his strokes been so sore. 
Bat god save swich a lord ! 1 can no more. 

Of usage, what for luste what for lore. 
On bokes rede I ofle, as I vow tolde. 
But wherfor that I speke al this ? not yore 
Agon, hit happed me for to beholde 
Upon a boke, was write with lettres olde ; 
And ther-upon, a certeyn thing to leme. 
The longe day fill faste 1 radde and yeme. 

For out of olde feldes, as men seith, 
Cometh al this newe com fro yeer to yere ; 
And out of olde bokes, in good feith, 
Cometh al this newe science that men lere. 
But now to purpos as of this matere — 
To rede fortn hit gan me so delyte. 
That al the day me thoughte but a lyte. 
2.5^ 
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This book of which I make mencioun^ 
Entitled was al thus^ as I shal telle^ 
' TuUius of the dreme of Scipioun ' ; 
Chapitres seven hit hadde^ of hevene and helle^ 
And erthe^ and soules that therinne dwelle^ 
Of whiche^ as shortly as I can hit trete^ 
Of his sentence I wol you seyn the grete. 

First telleth hit^ whan Scipioun was come 
In Afriky how he mette Massinisse^ 
That him for joye in armes hath y-nome. 
Than telleth hit hir speche and al the blisse 
That was betwiz hem^ til the day gan misse ; 
And how his auncestre^ African so dere^ 
Gan in his slepe that night to him appere. 

Than telleth hit that, fro a sterry place^ 
How African hath him Cartage shewed^ 
And warned him before of al his grace^ 
And seyde him^ what man^ lered other lewed^ 
That loveth comun profit^ wel y-thewed. 
He shal unto a blisfiil place wende^ 
Ther as joye is that last withouten ende. 

Than asked he^ if folk that heer be dede 
Have lyf and dwelling in another place ; 
And African seyde^ ' ye^ withoute drede^' 
And that our present worldes lyves space 
Nis but a maner deth^ what wey we trace^ 
And rightful folk shal go^ after they dye^ 
To heven ; and shewed him the galaxye. 

Than shewed he him the litel erthe^ that heer is^ 

At regard of the hevenes quantite ; 

And after shewed he him the nyne speres^ 

And after that the melodye herde he 

That Cometh of thilke speres thryes three^ 

That welle is of musyke and melodye 

In this world heer^ and cause of armonye. 
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Tli&D bad he him J Bin erthe was so lyte. 
And ful of torment and of harde grace^ 
Tliat be lie shulde him in the world delyte, 
llian tolde he him, in certeyu yerea space^ 
That every sterre shulde come into his place 
Ther hit was first ; and al shuJde out of minde , 
That in thk worlde is don of ai mankinde. 



Than prayde him Scipionn to telle him al 
The wey to come un-to that hevene hlidse ; 
And he seyde, ^ know thy-aelf first immortdj 
And loke ay besily thou werfce and wisae 
To comuji pm6t, and thou shalt nat i 
To cornea swiftly to that place dere. 
That ful of hlisse jb and of soules clere. 



But hrekers of the lawe, soth to seyne. 
And lecherous folk, after that they he dede, 
Shul alwey whirle aboute th' erthe in peyne. 
Til many a world be passedj out of di^e> 
And than, for-yeven alle hir wikked dede^ 
Tlian shul they come unto that blisful ploce^ 
To which to comen god tbee sende his grttce !^ 

The day gan fallen j and the derke mghtj 
That reveth hestes from hir besinesse, 
Berafbe me my book for lukke of lights 
Atjd to my bedde I gan me for to dresise, 
Falfild of thought and besy heyinesae ; 
For bothe 1 hadde thing which that I nolde^ 
And eek 1 ne hadde that thing that I wolde. 

But fynally my spirit, at the laste^ 
For-wery of my labour al the day^ 
Took rest, that made me to dejpe faste. 
And in my slepe I mette, as I lay, 
How African, right in that selfe aray 
That Scipioun him aaw before that tyde^ 
Waj cumen^ and stoud right at my beddea 



ddea ayd^ 
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The wery hunter, slepinge in his bed, 

To wode ayein his minde goth anoon ; 

The juge dremeth how his plees ben sped ; 

The carter dremeth how his cartes goon ; 

The riche, of gold ; the knight fight with his foon, 

The soke met he drinketh of the tonne ; 

The lover met he hath his lady woune. 

Can I nat seyn if that the cause were 

For I had red of African beforn. 

That made me to mete that he stood there ; 

But thus seyde he, ^ thou hast thee so wel bom 

In loking of myn olde book to-torn. 

Of which Macrobie roghte nat a lyte. 

That somdel of thy labour wolde I quyte ! * — 

Citherea ! thou blisful lady swete. 

That with thy fyr-brand dauntest whom thee lest. 

And madest me this sweven for to mete. 

Be thou my help in this, for thou mayst best ; 

As wisly as I saw thee north-north-west. 

When I began my sweven for to wryte. 

So yif me might to ryme hit and endyte ! 

The Story 

This forseid African me hente anoon. 

And forth with him unto a gate broghte 

Right of a parke, walled with grene stoon ; 

And over tne gate, witii lettres large y-wroghte^ 

Ther weren vers y-writen, as me thoghte. 

On evther halfe, of ful gret difference, 

Of wiiich I shal yow sey the pleyn sentence. 

' Thorgh me men goon in-to that blisful place 
Of hertes hele and dedly woundes cure ; 
Thorgh me men goon unto the welle of Grace, 
Ther grene and lusty May shal ever endure ; 
This is the wey to al good aventure ; 
Be glad, thou reder, and thv sorwe of-caste, 
Al open am I ; passe in, ana hy the fisiste ! ' 
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' llMUgli ine men goociy' tlun spak tliat other e 
* Cixta tiie mortal strokes of tlie spere^ 
Of wluefi Disdavn aiid Daiuif er k the gyd«j 
TheF tyee slml ierer fro it ne leves bere. 
Tliia streem you ledeti to the sofh^I wete, 
Ther ^ the fish in prison h al drye ; 
Tb'esclievixig is onljr the remed)^* 

Thise vei^ of gold and blaJc ]r-writen ' 
The whiche I gaa m «tQuiid« to beholde^ 
For with that oon encresed ay my fere^ 
And with that other g^o mjn herte bolde ; 
1 hat ooo me hette, that other did me coMe, 
No wit had I, for errour, for to chese. 
To eiitre or flee, or me to save or leee. 

Right asj betwixen adamauntes two 
Of even might, a pece of iren y^setj 
That bath no might to meve to ne &o- — 
For what that on m^y bale, that other let — 
Ferde I, that ni^te whether me was betj 
To entre or leve^ til Africaa my gyde 
Me hante^ and shoof in at the gates wyde. 

And seyde, ^ hit stondeth writeti in thy faee, 
^rhyn errooFj thoug:h thou teUa it not to me ; 
But dred thee nat to eome in-to this place. 
For this wrytjng- is no-thing ment hy thee^ 
Ne by noon^ but he Loves ser^^ant be ; 
For thou of love hast lost thy tast^ 1 ^_ 
Ab seek man hath of swete and hitteme 

But natheles^ al-thou^b that thou be dulle, 
Vit that thou can^ not do« yit maygt thoa sie6| 
For many a man that may not stoode a pulle^ 
Yit lyketh him at the wrastlinir for to he. 
And demeth yit wher he do bet or he; 
And if thou haddest cunning for t'endyte, 
1 »bal thee she wen mater of to wryte/ 
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With that my hond in his he took anoon^ 
Of which I comfort caughte^ and wente in faste ; 
But lord ! so I was glad and wel begoon ! 
For over-al, wher that I myn eyen caste. 
Were trees clad with leves that ay shal laste. 
Echo in his kinde, of colour fresh and grene 
As emeraude, that joye was to sene. 

The bilder ook, and eek the hardy asshe ; 
The piler elm, the cofre unto careyne ; 
The Doxtree piper ; holm to whippes lasshe ; 
The sayling firr ; the cipres, deth to pleyne ; 
The sheter ew, the asp for shaftes pleyne ; 
The olyve of pees, and eek the drunken vyne, 
The victor palm, the laurer to devyne. 

A garden saw I, fill of blosmy bowes. 
Upon a river, in a grene mede, 
Ther as that swetnesse evermore y-now is. 
With floures whyte, hlewe, yelowe, and rede ; 
And colde welle-stremes, no-thing dede. 
That swommen ful of smale iisshes lighte. 
With finnes rede and scales silver-hrighte. 

On every hough the hriddes herde I singe, 

With voys of aungel in hir armonye, 

Som hesyed hem hir hriddes forth to hringe ; 

The litel conyes to hir pley gunne hye. 

And further al ahoute 1 gan espye 

The dredful roo, the buk, the hert and hinde, 

Squerels, and bestes smale of gentil kinde. 

Of instruments of strenges in acord 
Herde I so pleye a ravisshin^ swetnesse. 
That god, that maker is of al and lord, 
Ne herde never better, as I gesse ; 
Therwith a wind, uunethe hit might be lesse. 
Made in the leves grene a noise softe 
Acordant to the foules songe on-lofte. 
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The air of that place so attempre was 
That never was grevannce of noot ne cold ; 
Ther wez eek every holsom spyce and gras^ 
Ne no man may ther wexe seek ne old ; 
Yet was ther joye more a thousand fold 
Then man can telle ; ne never wolde it nighte, 
But ay cleer day to any mannes sighte. 

Under a tree^ hesyde a welle^ I say 
Cupyde our lord his arwes for^e and fyle ; 
And at his fete his howe al redy lay^ 
And wel his doghter tempred td the whyle 
The hedes in the welle, and with hir wyle 
She couched hem after as they shulde serve^ 
Som for to slee^ and som to wounde and kerve. 

Tho was I war of Plesaunce anon-right^ 

And of Aray, and Lust^ and Curtesye ; 

And of the Craft that can and hath the might 

To doon by force a wight to do folye — 

Disfigurat was she^ I nil not lye ; 

And by him-self, under an oka, I gesse^ 

Sawe 1 Delyt, that stood with Gentilnesse. 

I saw Beautee^ withouten any atyr^ 
And Youthe, ful of game and lolyte^ 
Fool-hardinesse, Flatery, and Desyr, 
Messagerye^ and Mede^ and other three — 
Hir names shul noght here be told for me — 
And upon pilers grete of jasper longe 
I saw a temple of bras y-founded stronge. 

Aboute the temple daunceden alway 
Wommen y-uowe, of whiche somme ther were 
Faire of hem-self, and somme of hem were gay ; 
In kirtels, al disshevele, wente they there — 
That was hir office alwey, yeer by yere — 
And on the temple, of doves whyte and faire 
Saw I sittinge many a hundred paire. 
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Before the temple-dore ful soberly 
Dame Pees sat^ with a curteyn in hir bond : 
And hir besyde^ wonder discretly^ 
Dame Pacience sitting ther I fond 
With &ce pale^ upon an hille of sond ; 
And alder-next^ within and eek withoute^ 
Behest and Art^ and of hir folke a route. 

Within the temple^ of syghes bote as fyr 
I herde a swogh that gan aboute renne ; 
Which syghes were engendred with desyr^ 
That maden every auter for to brenne 
Of newe flaume ; and wel aspyed I thenne 

y That al the cause of sorwes uiat they drye 

[ Com of the bitter goddesse Jalousye. 

The god Priapus saw I^ as I wente^ 

Within the temple^ in soverayn place stonde^ 

In swich aray as whan the asse him shente 

With crve by nighty and with his ceptre in honde ; 

Ful besily men gunne assaye and fonde 

Upon his hede to sette^ of sondry hewe^ 

Garlondes ful of fresshe floures newe. 

And in a privee corner^ in disporte^ 
Fond I Venus and hir porter Kichesse^ 
That was ful noble and hauteyn of hir porte ; 
Derk was that place^ but afterward ligntnesse 
I saw SL-lytQ, unnethe hit might be lesse^ 
And on a bed of golde she lay to reste^ 
Til that the bote sonne gan to weste. 

Her gilte heres with a golden threde 
Y-bounden were, untressed as she lay, 
And naked fro the breste unto the hede 
Men might hir see ; and, sothly for to say. 
The remenant wel kevered to my pay 
Right with a subtil kerchef of Va\eiiCft, 
There was no thikker cloth o£ no diei^tiCA. 
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And Bachos^ god of wvn^ sat hir be^e^ 
And Ceres next, that dotii of hunger bote ; 
And^ as I seide^ amiddes lay Cipnrde^ 
To whom on knees two yonge rolkes cryde 
To ben hir help ; but thus fleet hir lye. 
And ^Brther in the temple I gan espye 

That, in dispyte of Diane the chaste, 

Ful many a bowe y-broke heng on the wal 

Of maydens^ suche as gunne mr tymes waste 

In hir servyse ; and peynted over al 

Of many a story, of which I tonche shal 

A fewe, as of Calixte and Athalaonte, 

And many a mayde, of which the name I wante 

Semyramus, Candace, and Ercules, 
Biblis, Dido, llsbe and Piramus, 
Tristram, Isoude, Paris, and Achilles, 
Eleyne, Cleopatre, and Troilus, 
Silla, and eek the moder of Romulus — 
Alle these were peynted on that other syde. 
And al hir love, and in what plyte they dyde. 

Whan I was come ayen into the place 
That I of spak, that was so swote and grene. 
Forth walk I tho, my-selven to solace. 
Tho was I war wher that ther sat a queue 
That, as of light the somer-sonne shene 
Passeth the sterre, right so over mesure 
She fairer was than any creature. 

And in a launde, upon an hille of floures. 
Was set this noble goddesse Nature ; 
Of braunches were hir halles and hir boures, 
Y-wrought after hir craft and hir mesure ; 
Ne ther nas foul that cometh of engendrure, 
TTiat they ne were "^t^s^. VuVivt T^T^sence, 
To take nir doom aoiSL 7W^\ax va^>»[itA. 
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For this was on seynt Valentynes day^ 

Whan every foul cometh tlier to chese his make^ 

Of every kinde^ that men thenke may ; 

And that so huge a noyse gan they make^ 

That erthe and see^ and tree^ and every lake 

So ful was^ that unnethe was ther space 

For me to stonde^ so ful was al the place. 

And right as Aleyn^ in the Plejmt of Kinde^ 

Devyseth Nature of aray and iace^ 

In swich aray men mighten hir ther finde. 

This nohle emperesse^ ful of grace. 

Bad every foul to take his owne place. 

As thev were wont alwey fro yeer to yere, 

Seynt Valentynes day, to stonden there. 

That is to sey, the foules of ravyne 

Were hyest set ; and than the foules smale, 

That eten as hem nature wolde enclyne. 

As worm, or thing of whiche I telle no tale ; 

But water-foul sat lowest in the dale ; 

And foul that liveth hy seed sat on the grene. 

And that so fele, that wonder was to sene. 

Ther mighte men the royal egle finde. 

That wiui his sharpe look perceth the sonne ; 

And other egles of a lower kinde. 

Of which that clerkes wel devysen conne. 

Ther was the tyraunt with his fethres donne 

And greye, I mene the goshauk, that doth pjrne 

To hriddes for his outrageous ravyne. 

The gentil faucon, that with his feet distre}meth 
The kinges hond ; the hardy sperhauk eke. 
The quavles foo ; the merlion that peyneth 
Him-eelf ful ofte, the larke for to soke ; 
Ther was the douve, with hir even meke ; 
The jalous swan, ayens his dem \)[i»X. «i\^eeSOcv\ 
The oule eek, that of dethe l\ie\»eL^\jin»%«JOB.\ 




The crane the geauitt, with his trotnpes «oune 

The theef, the chogh ; and eek the jangling p; 
The ficoming )Uf ; the eles foo, the heraune ; 
The false lapwing, ful of trecherye I 
The fftare, that the counseyl can be wry e ; 
Tixe tame ruddok ; and the coward kyte ; 
The cokj that orlnge is of thorpea lyte ; 

The sparow, Venus gone ; the nightirigalej 
Ttiat clepeth forth the fresshe leves newe j 
The swaloWi mordrer of the fives smale 
That nTakea hony of floures fresehe of hewe J 
The wedded turtelj with hir herte ire we ; 
Tlie pecokj with his aungals fethrea brighte ; 
The fesaunt, scorner of the cok by nighte ; 

The waker goos ; the cukkow ever uokinde ; 

The popinjay^ ful of delicasye ; 

The orake, stroyer of hi© owne kinde ; 

The storkj the wreker of avouterye ; 

Tlie hote oormeTauwt of glotonye ; 

ITie raven wys, the crow with vols of care I 

The throstel olde ; the fro^ feldefare. 

WTiat ah tilde I seyn ? of foules every kinde 
lliat in this worlde han fethres and stature^ 
Men niifi:hteQ in that place aasenihled finde 
Before the nob!e goddes&e Nature. 
And everich of hem did his besy cure 
Beni^ely to chese or for to take^ 
By hir acord, hie fomiel or his make* 

But to the poynt^— Nature held on hir hondd 

A formel egle, of shap the gentileste 

That ever slie among bir werkea fonde. 

The ntoM^ heni^e and the gooi:)lie$te ; 

In hir was every vertu at hia resta^ 

So ferforth j that Nature hir-self had blisse 

To loke on hir^ and oile hir bek to kissew 
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Natnre^ the vicaire of th'almygbty lorde. 

That hoot^ cold^ hevy^ lights and moist and dreye 

Hath knit hy even noumbre of acorde^ 

In esy vois began to speke and seye, 

* Foulesy tak hede of my sentence, 1 preye, 

Andy for your ese, in furthering of your nede^ 

As faste as I may speke^ I wol me spede. 

Ye know wel how, seynt Valentjmes day. 
By my statut and through my governaunce. 
Ye come for to chese — and flee your way — 
Your makes, as I prik yow with plesaunce. 
But natheles, my rightful ordenaunce 
May I not lete, for al this world to winne. 
That he that most is worthy shal beginne. 

The tercel egle, as that ye knowen wel. 

The foul royal above yow in degree. 

The wyse and worthy, secree, trewe as stel. 

The which I formed have, as ye may see. 

In every part as hit best lyketh me. 

Hit nedeth noght his shap yow to devyse. 

He shal first chese and speken in his gyse. 

And after him, by order shul ye chese, 
After your kinde, everich as yow lyketh. 
And, as your hap is, shul ye winne or lese ; 
But which of yow that love most entryketh, 
God sende him hir that sorest for him syketh.' 
And therwith-al the tercel gan she calle. 
And seyde, ^ my sone, the choys is to thee ialle. 

But natheles, in this condicioun 

Mot be the choys of everich that is here. 

That she agree to his eleccioun, 

WTio-80 he be that shulde been hir fere ; 

This is our usage alwey, fro yeer to yere ; 

And who so may at this time have his grace. 

In blisful tyme ne com in-to this place.' 
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With hed encljoied and with ful humhle chere 

This royal tercel spak and taried nought ; 

* Unto my sovereyn lady^ and noght my fere, 

I chese^ and chese with wille and herte and thought, 

The fbrmel on your hond so wel y-wrought^ 

Whos I am al and ever wol hir serve^ 

Do what hir list, to do me live or sterve. 

Beseching hir of mercy and of grace. 
As she that is my lady soverejoie ; 
Or let me dye present in this place. 
For certes, long may I not live in peyne ; 
For in myn herte is corven every vejme ; 
Having reward al only to my trouthe. 
My dere herte, have on my wo som ronthe. 

And if that I to hir be founde untrewe, 
DisobejTsaunt, or wilful negligent, 
Avauntour, or in proces love a newe, 
Ipray to you this be my jugement. 
That with these foules I be al to-rent. 
That ilke day that ever she me finde 
To hir untrewe, or in my gilte unkinde. 

And sin that noon loveth hir so wel as I, 

Al be she never of love me behette. 

Than oghte she be myn thourgh hir mercy. 

For other bond can I noon on hir knette. 

For never, for no wo, ne shal 1 lette 

To serven hir, how fer so that she wende ; 

Sey what yow list, my tale is at an ende.' 

Right as the fresshe, rede rose newe 

Ayen the somer-sonne coloured is. 

Right so for shame al wexen gan the hewe 

Of this formel, whan she herde al this ; 

She neyther answerde * wel,' ne seyde amis. 

So sore abasshed was she, tQ that Nature 

Seyde, ^doghter, diode yow no^ht, I yow assnre.' 
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Another tercel egle spak anoon 

Of lower kinde^ and seyde^ ^ that shal not he ; 

I love hir het than ye do^ by seynt John^ 

Or at leste I love hir as wel as ye ; 

And lenger have served hir^ in my degree, 

And if she shulde have IovcnI for long loving^ 

To me allone had been the guerdoning. 

I dar eek seye^ if she me iinde fals^ 
Unkinde, jangler, or rebel any wyse^ 
Or jalousy do me hongen by the hals I 
And but I here me in hir servyse 
As wel as that my wit can me suffyse^ 
Pro po)mt to poynt, hir honour for to save^ 
Tak she my lyf, and al the good I have.' 

The thridde tercel egle answerde tho^ 
^Now, sirs, ye seen the litel leyser here ; 
For every foul cryeth out to been a-go 
Forth with his make, or with his lady dere ; 
And eek Nature hir-self ne wol nought here. 
For tarying here, noght half that I wolde seye ; 
And but I speke, I mot for sorwe deye. 

Of long servyse avaunte I me no-thing, 
But as possible is me to dye to-day 
For wo, as he that hath ben languisshing 
Thise twenty winter, and wel happen may 
A man may serven bet and more to pay 
In half a yere, al-though hit were no more. 
Than som man doth that hath served ful yore. 

I ne say not this by me, for I ne can 
Do no servyse that may my lady plese ; 
But I dar seyn, I am hir trewest man 
As to my dome, and feynest wolde hir ese ; 
At shorte wordes, til that deth me sese, 
I wol ben hires, whether I wake or winke. 
And trewe in al that herte may bethinke/ 
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Of al my lyf^ sin that day I was bom^ 
So gentu plee in love or other thing 
Ne herde never no man me befom^ 
Who-80 that hadde leyser and cunning 
For to reherse hir chere and hir speking ; 
And from the morwe gan this speche la^te 
Til dounward drow the sonne wonder fiaste. 

The noyse of foules for to ben delivered 

So loude rong^ ^have doon and let us wende !' 

That wel wende I the wode had al to-shivered. 

' Come of ! ' they cryde, * alias ! ye wil us shende ! 

^Vlian shal your cursed pleding have an ende ? 

How shulde a juge eyther party leve. 

For yee or nay, with-outen any preve ?' 

The goes, the cokkow, and the doke also 

So cryden ^kek, kek !* 'kukkow !' ^quek, quek!' hye, 

That thorgh myn eres the noyse wente tho. 

The goes seyde, ^ al this nis not worth a flye ! 

But I can shape hereof a remedye. 

And I wol sey my verdit feire and swvthe 

For water-foul, who-so be wrooth or blythe.' 

^ And I for worm-foul,' seyde the fool cukkow, 

' For I wol, of myn owne auctorite. 

For comune spede, take the char^ now. 

For to delivere us is gret charite. 

^ Ye may abyde a whyle yet, parde ! * 

Seide the turtel, ^ if hit be your wille 

A wight may speke, him were as good be stiUe. 

I am a seed-foul, oon the unworthieste. 
That wot I wel, and litel of kunninge ; 
But bet is that a wightes tonge reste 
Than entremeten him of such doinge 
Of which he neyther rede can nor singe. 
And who-80 doth, ful foule himself acloyeth. 
For office uncommitted ofte anoyeth.' 
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Nature^ which that alway had an ere 

To miirmour of the lewednes hehinde^ 

With facound voys seide^ ' hold your tonges there ! * 

And I shal sone^ I hope^ a counseyl finde 

You to deliverer and fro this noyse unhinde ; 

I juge^ of every folk men shal oon calle 

To seyn the verdit for you foules alle.' 

Assented were to this conclusioun 
The briddes alle ; and foules of ravyne 
Han chosen firsts by pleyn eleccioun. 
The tercelet of the &ucon^ to diffyne 
Al hir sentence^ and as him list^ termyne ; 
And to Nature him gonnen to presenter 
And she accepteth him with glad entente. 

The tercelet seide than in this manere : 
* Ful hard were hit to prove hit by resoun 
Who loveth best this gentil formel here ; 
For everich hath swich replicacioun^ 
That noon by skiUes may oe broght a-doun ; 
I can not seen that arguments avayle ; 
Than semeth hit ther moste be batayle.' 

' Al redy ! ' quod these egles tercels tho. 
' NaVy sirs ! ' quod he^ ' if that I dorste it seye^ 
Ye doon me wrong, my tale is not y-do ! 
For sirs^ ne taketh noght a-gref, I preye^ 
It may noght gon, as ye wolde^ in this weye ; 
Oure is the voys that han the charge in honde^ 
And to the juges dome ye moten stonde ; 

And therfor pees ! I seye^ as to my wit^ 
Me wolde thinke how that the worthieste 
Of knighthode^ and longest hath used hit^ 
Moste of estate of blode the gentileste. 
Were sittingest for hir^ if tluit hir leste ; 
And of these three she wot hir-self^ I trowe^ 
Which that he be^ for hit is light to knowe.' 
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The water-fboles han her hedes le^d 

Togeder, and of short avysement^ 

Whan everich had his large golee seyd^ 

They seyden sothly, al by oon assent. 

How that ^ the goos, with hir &coande gent. 

That so desyreth to pronounce onr nede, 

Shal telle our tale/ and preyde 'god hir spede.' 

And for these water-foules tho began 

The goos to speke, and in hir cakelinge 

She seyde, ' pees ! now tak kepe every man. 

And herkeneth which a reson i shal bringe ; 

My wit is sharp, I love no taryinge ; 

I seye, I rede him, though he were my brother. 

But she wol love him, lat him love another !' 

' Lo here I a parfit reson of a goos !' 

Quod the sperhauk ; ' never mot she thee ! 

Lo, swich hit is to have a tonge loos ! 

Now parde, fool, yet were hit bet for thee 

Have holde thy pees, than shewed thy nycete ! 

Hit lyth not in his wit nor in his wille. 

But sooth is seyd, ^'a fool can noght be stille." ' 

The laughter aroos of gentil foules alle. 
And right anoon the seed-foul chosen hadde 
The turtel trewe, and gunne hir to hem calle. 
And preyden hir to seye the sothe sadde 
Of this matere, and asked what she radde ; 
And she answerde, that pleynly hir entente 
She wolde shewe, and sothly what she mente. 

' Nay, god forbede a lover shulde chaunge ! ' 
The turtel seyde, and wex for shame al reed ; 
^ Thogh that his lady ever-more be straunge. 
Yet let him serve hir ever, til he be deed ; 
For sothe, I preyse noght the gooses reed ; 
For thogh she deyed, I wolde non other make, 
I wol ben hires, til that the deth me take.' 
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' Wei bourded ! ' quod the doke^ ' by my hat ! 

That men shulde alwey loven^ causeles^ 

Wlio can a reson finde or wit in that ? 

Daunceth he mury that is mirtheles ? 

Wlio shulde recche of that is reccheles ? 

Ye^ quek ! ' yit quod the doke^ ful wel and faire^ 

^ There been mo sterres^ god wot^ than a paire ! ' 

' Now fy, cherl ! * quod the gentil tercelet, 
^ Out of the dunghil com that word ful rights 
Thou canst noght see which thing is wel be-set : 
Thou farest by love as oules doon by lights 
The day hem blent^ ful wel they see by night ; 
Thy kind is of so lowe a wrechednesse^ 
That what love is^ thou canst nat see ne gesse/ 

Tho gan the cukkow putte him forth in prees 
For foul that eteth worm^ and seide blyve^ 
' So I,' quod he, ^ may have my make in pees, 
I recche not how lonf e that ye stry ve ; 
Lat ech of hem be soleyn al hir ly ve. 
This is my reed, sin they may not acorde ; 
This shorte lesson nedeth noght recorde.' 

' Ye ! have the glotoun fild ynogh his paunche. 

Than are we wel !' seyde the merlioun ; 

^Thou mordrer of the heysugge on the braunche 

That broghte thee forth, thou rewthelees glotoun ! 

Live thou soleyn, wormes corrupcioun ! 

For no fors is of lakke of thy nature ; 

Go, lewed be thou, whjrl the world may dure ! ' 

' Now pees,' quod Nature, ' I comaunde here ; 

For I nave herd al your opinioun. 

And in effect yet be we never the nere ; 

But fynally, this is my conclusioun, 

That she hir-^elf shal ban the eleccioun 

Of whom hir list, who-so be wrooth or blythe. 

Him that she cheest, he shal hir have as swythe. 
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For sith hit may not here discussed he 
Who loveth hir best^ as seide the tercelet^ 
Than wol I doon hir this fiivour^ that she 
Shal have right him on whom hir herte is set^ 
And he hir that his herte hath on her knet. 
This jnge I, Nature, for I may not lye : 
To noon estat I have non other ye. 

But as for counseyl for to chese a make. 
If hit were reson, certes, than wolde I 
Counseyle yow the royal tercel take. 
As seide the tercelet nil skilfully. 
As for the gentilest and most worthy, 
Wliich I have wroght so wel to my plesaunce ; 
That to yow oghte been a suffisaunce.' 

With dredful vois the formel hir answerde, 
^ My rightful lady, goddesse of Nature, 
Soth is that I am ever under your yerde, 
Lyk as is everiche other creature. 
And moot be youres whyl my lyf may dure ; 
And therfor graunteth me my firste bone. 
And myn entente I wol yow sey right sone.' 

' I graunte it you,' quod she ; and right anoon 

This formel egle spak in this degree, 

^ Almighty queue, unto this year be doon 

I aske respit for to avysen me. 

Aud after that to have my choys al free ; 

This al and som, that I wolde speke and seye ; 

Ye gete no more, al-though ye do me deye. 

I wol noght serven Venus ne Cupyde 
For sothe as yet, by no manere wey.' 
' Now sin it may non other wyse betyde,' 
Quod tho Nature, ^ here is no more to sey ; 
Than wolde 1 that these foules were a-wey 
Ech with his make, for tarying longer here * — 
And seyde hem thus, as ye shul after here. 
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^To you speke I, ye tercelets,' quod Nature, 
'Betn of good herte and serveth, alle three ; 
A yeer is not so longe to endure. 
And ech of yow peyne him, in his degree. 
For to do wel ; ror, god wot, quit is she 
Fro yow this yeer ; what after so befalle. 
This entremes is dressed for you alle/ 

And whan this werk al broght was to an ende. 
To every foule Nature yaf his make 
By even acorde, and on hir wey they wende. 
A ! lord ! tiie blisse and joye that they make ! 
For ech of hem gan other in winges take. 
And with hir nekkes ech gan other winde. 
Thanking alwey the noble goddesse of kinde. 

But first were chosen foules for to singe. 
As yeer by yere was alwey hir usaunce 
To singe a roundel at hir departinge. 
To do Nature honour and plesaunce. 
The note, I trowe, maked was in Fraunce ; 
The wordes were swich as ye may heer finde. 
The nexte vers, as I now have in minde. 

Qui bien aime a tard oublie 

' Now welcom somer, with thy sonne softe. 
That hast this wintres weders over-shake. 
And driven awey the longe uightes blake ! 

Seynt Valentyn, that art ful hv onlofle ; — 
Thus singen smale foules for tny sake — 
Now welcom somer, with thy sonne softe. 
That hast this wintres weders over-shake. 

Wel han they cause for to gladen ofte, 
Sith ech of hem recovered hath his make ; 
Ful blisful may they singen whan they wake ; 
Now wekom somer, with thy sonne softe^ 
That hast this wintres weders over-«hdke, 
Anddrwen awey the kmge nightM bldke.* 
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And with the showtinff^ whan hir song was do^ 

That foules maden at hir flight ar-way^ 

I wook^ and other hokes took me to 

To rede upon^ and yet I rede alway ; 

I hope^ y-wis^ to rede so som day 

That I shal mete som thing for to fare 

The het ; and thus to rede I nil not spare. 



Explicit tractatus de cangregacume Vohicrum 
die sancti ValenHni. 



VI. A COMPLEINT TO HIS LADY 

I. (In seven-line stanzas,) 

The longe nighty whan every creature 

Shulde have hir rest in somwhat^ as by kinde^ 

Or elles ne may hir lyf nat long endure^ 
Hit falleth most in-to my woful minde 
How I so fer have broght my-self behinde, 

That^ sauf the deeth^ ther may no-thing me lisse^ 

So desespaired I am from alle blisse. 

This same thoght me lasteth til the morwe^ 
And from the morwe forth til hit be eve ; 

Ther nedeth me no care for to borwe. 

For bothe I have good leyser and good leve ; 
Ther is no wight that wol me wo bereve 

To wepe y-nogh^ and wailen al my fiUe ; 

The sore spark of peyne doth me spille. 

n. {In Terxa Rima; imperfect) 

The sore spark of peyne doth me spille ; 
This Love hath eek me set in swich a place 
That my desyr he never wol fulfille ; 

For neither pitee^ mercy, neither grace 
Can I nat finde ; and fro my sorwfiil herte. 
For to be deed^ I can hit nat arace. 

The more I love^ the more she doth me smerte ; 
Through which I see, with-oute remedye. 
That from the deeth I may no wyse astAttA \ 

For thiB day in hir servise Bnal 1 ^ye^ 
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IIL (In Terza Bima; imperfect,) 

Thus am I slain^ with sorwes fid dyrerse ; 

Ful longe agoon I oghte have taken hede. 

Now sothly, what she hight I wol reherse ; 
Hir name is Bountee^ set in womanhede^ 

Sadnesse in youthe^ and Beautee prydelees^ 

And Plesaunce, under govemaunce and drede ; 
Hir surname eek is Faire Rewthelees^ 

The Wyse, v-knit un-to Good Aventure^ 

That^ for I love hir^ sleeth me giltelees. 
Hir love I hest^ and shal^ whyl I may dure^ 

Bet than my-self an hundred thousand deel^ 

Than al this worldes richesse or creature. 
Now hath nat Love me hestowed weel 

To lov6, ther I never shal have part? 

Alias ! right thus is turned me the wheel. 
Thus am I slayn with loves fyry dart 

I can hut love hir best, my swete fo ; 

Love hath me taught no more of his art 
But serve alwey, and stiute for no wo. 

IV. {In ten-line stanzas.) 

With-in my trewe careful herte ther is 
So moche wo^ and eek so litel blis. 

That wo is me that ever I was bore ; 
For al that thing which I desyre I mis. 
And al that ever I wolde nat, I-wis, 

That finde I redy to me evermore ; 
And of al this I not to whom me pleyne. 

For she that mighte me out of this bringe 

Ne reccheth nat whether I wepe or singe ; 
So litel rewthe hath she upon my peyne. 

Alias ! whan sleping-time is, than I wake. 
Whan I shulde daunce, for fere than I quake ; 

Yow rekketh never wher I flete or sinke ; 
This hevy Ivf I lede for your sake, 
Thogh ye tner-of in no wyse hede take, 

For on my wo yow deyneth not to thinke. 
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My hertes lady^ and hool my lyves quene ! 
For trewly dorste I seye^ as that I fele^ 
Me semeth that your swete herte of stele 

Is whetted now ageynes me to kene. 

My dere herte^ and hest heloved fo^ 
Why lyketh yow to do me al this wo. 

What have I doon that greveth yow, or sayd. 
But for I serve and love yow and no mo ? 
And whylst 1 live, I wol do ever so ; 

And therfor, swete, ne heth nat evil apayd. 
For so good and so fiiir as that ye he. 

Hit were a right gret wonder hut ye hadde 

Of alle servants, hothe goode and hadde > 
And leest worthy of alle hem, I am he. 

But never-tiie-les, my righte lady swete, 
Thogh that I he unconning and unmete 

To serve as I best coude ay your hynesse, 
Yit is ther fayner noon, that wolde I hete. 
Than I, to do yow ese, or elles hete 

What-so I wiste were to yow distresse. 
And hadde I might as good as I have wille. 

Than shulde ye fele wher it wer so or noon ; 

For in this world e living is ther noon 
That fiiyner wolde your hertes wil fulfille. 

For hothe I love, and eek dreed yow so sore. 
And algates moot, and have doon yow, ful yore. 

That bet loved is noon, ne never shal ; 
And yit I wolde beseche yow of no more 
But leveth wel, and be nat wrooth therfore, 

And lat me serve yow forth ; lo ! this is al. 
For I am nat so hardy ne so wood 

For to desire that ye shulde love me ; 

For wel I wot, alias ! that may nat be ; 
I am so litel worthy, and ye so good. 

For ye be oon the worthiest on-lyve. 
And I the most unlykly for to thryve ; 
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Yit, for al this, now witeth ye right wele. 
That ye ne shul me from your service dryve 
111 at 1 nil ay, with alle my wittea fyve^ 

Ser¥*e yo^v trewly, what wo so tliat I fele. 
For 1 am set on yow in gwich man ere 

That J thog-h ve never wil upon me re we, 

1 moste yow love^ and ever heen as trewe 
As any cau or may on-lyve here* 

Tiie more that I love yow^ goodly free. 
The las!se fbxde 1 that ye loven me ; 

Alias I whan ^hA that hanle vrit amende ? 
Wher is now al your wommaaly pitee. 
Your gentilesse and your dehonairtee^ 

Wil ye no thing ther-of upon me epende? ^ 
And so hool, Bwetej as 1 am yourea alj 

Aud so gret wil as I have yow to serve. 

Now, C43rtes, and ye lete me thus eterve, 
Yit have ye wonne tner-on hut a smal. 

For, at my knowing, I do no-thing why. 
And this 1 wol heseche yow hertely. 

That, ther ever y© finde, whyl ye live, 
A trewer servant to yow than am Ij 
Leveth me thanne, and sleeth me hardelyj 

And I my deeth to you wol al forgive* 
And if ye tinde no tre^ver man than me. 

Why will ye stiff re than that 1 thus spille. 

And for no inaner gilt but my good willo ? 
As good wer thanne mitrewe as trewe to he- 

But I, my lyf and deeth, to yow obeyed 
And with right huxom herte hooUy I preye, 

As is your moste plesure^ eo doth by me ; 
Wei lever is me lyken yow aud deye 
Thau for to any thiog or thinke or seye 

Tljat mighte yow offende in a ay tyme. 
And ther for, swetej re we on my peyiies smerte. 

And of your grace granteth me som drope ; 

For ellea may ma laste hlU ne hope, 
Ne dwellen in m^ tTOnXiVe c^tfe^x^\«it^. 



VII. ANELIDA AND ARCITE 

'he Cohpletnt of feire Anelida and faia Arcite 

Proem 

Thou ferse god of armes^ Mars the rede^ 
That in the frosty country called Trace, 
Within thy grisly temple ful of drede 
Honoured art, as patroun of that place ! 
With thy Bellona, Pallas, ful of grace^ 
Be present, and my song continue and gye ; 
At my heginning thus to thee I crye. 

For hit ful depe is sonken in my minde, 
With pitous herte in English for t'endyte 
This olde storie, in Latin which I finde. 
Of queue Anelida and &ls Arcite, 
That elde, which that al can frete and h3rte. 
As hit hath freten mony a noble storie. 
Hath nigh devoured out of our memorie. 

Be favorable eek, thou Polymnia, 
On Parnaso that, with thy sustres glade. 
By Elicon, not fer from Cirrea, 
Singest with vols memorial in the shade. 
Under the laurer which that may not fade. 
And do that I my ship to haven winne ; 
First Mow I StacOf and after l[i\m Cotoxt^j^ 
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TheStary 
lamque domos patrias, S^c, ; Statii Thebais^ ziL 619. 

Whan Theseus^ with werres longe and grete^ 
The aspre folk of Cithe had over-come^ 
With laurer crouned^ in his char gold-bete^ 
Hoom to his contre-houses is y-HSome ; — 
For which the peple blisful^ al and somme^ 
So cryden^ that unto the sterres hit wente^ 
And him to honouren dide al hir entente ; — 

Befom this duk^ in signe of hy victorie^ 
The trompes come^ and in his baner lan^ 
The image of Mars ; and^ in token of g&rie. 
Men mighten seen of tresor many a clutrge^ 
Many a bright helm^ and many a spere and taige, 
Many a fresh knight^ and many a blisful route^ 
On hors^ on fote^ in al the felde aboute. 

Ipolita his wyf, the hardy quene 
Of Cithia, that he conquered hadde^ 
With Emelye, hir yonge suster shene^ 
Faire in a char of golde he with him ladde^ 
That al the ground aboute hir char she spradde 
With brightnesse of the beautee in hir face, 
Fulfild of largesse and of alle grace. 

With his triumphe and laurer-crouned thus. 
In all the floure of fortunes yevinge, 
Lete I this noble prince Theseus 
Toward Athenes in his wey rydinge. 
And founde I wol in shortly for to bringe 
The slye wey of that I gan to wryte. 
Of quene Anelida and &is Arcite. 

Mars, which that through his furious course of yre, 
The olde wrath of Juno to fulfille, 
Hath set the peples hertes bothe on fyre 
Of Thebes and Urece, everich other to kille 
With blody speres, ne rested never stille. 
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But throng now her, now ther, among hem bothe. 
That everich other slough, so wer they wrothe. 

For whan Amphiorax and Tydeus, 

Ipomedon, Parthonopee also 

Were dede, and slayn was proud Campaneus, 

And whan the wrecches Thebans, bretneren two. 

Were slayn, and kinff Adrastus hoom &-go. 

So desolat stood Thebes and so bare. 

That no wight coude remedie of his care. 

And whan the olde Creon gan espye 

How that the blood roial was broght adoun. 

He held the cite by his tirannye. 

And did the gentils of that regioun 

To been his frendes, and dwelien in the toun. 

So what for love of him, and what for awe. 

The noble folk wer to the toune y-drawe. 

Among al these, Anelida the queue 
Of Ermony was in that toun dwellinge. 
That fairer was then is the sonne shene ; 
Through-out the world so gan hir name springe. 
That hir to seen had every wight lykinge ; 
For, as of trouthe, is ther noon hir liche. 
Of al tihe women in this worlde riche. 

Yong was this queue, of twenty yeer of elde. 
Of midel stature, and of swich fiiimesse. 
That nature had a joye hir to behelde ; 
And for to speken of hir stedfastnesse. 
She passed hath Penelope and Lucresse, 
And shortly, if she shal be comprehended. 
In hir ne mighte no-thing been amended. 

This Theban knight Arcite eek, sooth to seyn. 
Was yong, and ther-with-al a lusty knight. 
But he was double in love and no-thing pleyn. 
And subtil in that crafte over any wight. 
And with his cunning wan this lady bright ; 
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For 80 ferfoiih be gan liir trouthe 
That she him trust oyer any creatme. 

What shnld I seyn ? she loved Arcite so^ 
That^ whan that he was absent any throwe^ 
Anon hir thoghte hir herte brast a-two ; 
For in hir sight to hir he bar him lowe. 
So that she wende have al bis herte y-knowe ; 
But he was &Aa ; it nas but feyned cbere^ 
As nedeth not to men such craft to lere. 

But never-the-les fid mikel besinesse 

Had he^ er that he mighte his lady winne^ 

And swoor he wolde dyen for distresses 

Or from his wit he seyde he wolde twinne. 

Alas^ the whyle ! for hit was routhe and sinne^ 

That she upon his sorowes wolde rewe^ 

But no-thing thenketh the fids as doth the trewe. 

Hir fredom fond Arcite in swich manere^ 

That al was his that she hath^ moche or lyte^ 

Ne to no creature made she chere 

Ferther than that hit lyked to Arcite ; 

Ther was no lak with which he mighte hir wyte. 

She was so ferforth yeven him to plese^ 

That al that lyked him^ hit did hir ese. 

Ther nas to hir no maner lettre y-sent 
That touched love, from any maner wight. 
That she ne shewed hit him, er hit was brent ; 
So pleyn she was, and did hir fulle might, 
That she nil hyden nothing from hir knight, 
Lest he of any untrouthe hir upbreyde ; 
Withouten bode his heste she obeyde. 

And eek he made him jelous over here. 
That, what that any man had to hir seyd, 
Anoon he wolde preyen hir to swere 
AVhat was that word, or make him evel apayd ; 
Than wende she out of hir wit have brayd ; 
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But al this nas but sleight and flaterye^ 
Withouten love he feyned jelosye. 

And al this took she so debonerly^ 
That al his wille^ hir thoghte hit skilful things 
And ever the lenger loved him tenderly^ 
And did him honour as he were a king. 
Hir herte was wedded to him with a ring ; 
So ferforth upon trouthe is hir entente^ 
That wher he goth^ hir herte with him wente. 

Whan she sha^ ete^ on him is so hir thoght^ 
That wel unnethe of mete took she keep ; 
And whan that she was to hir reste broght^ 
On him she thc^hte alwey til that she sleep ; 
Whan he was absent^ prevely she weep ; 
Thus liveth fdr Anelida the queue 
For Ma Arcite, that did hir al this tene. 

This fals Arcite^ of his new-fangelnesse^ 
For she to him so lowly was and trewe^ 
Took lesse deyntee for hir sted^tnesse^ 
And saw anoljier lady^ proud and newe^ 
And right anon he cladde him in hir hewe — 
Wot I not whether in whyte, rede, or grene — 
And £dsed ^r Anelida the queue. 

But never-the-les, gret wonder was hit noon 
Thogh he were £als, for hit is kinde of man, 
Sith Lamek was, that is so longe agoon. 
To been in love as fills as ever he can ; 
He was the firste fader that began 
To loven two, .and was in bigamye ; 
And he found tentes first, but-if men lye. 

This fids Arcite sumwhat moste he feyne. 
Whan he wex fids, to covere his traitorye. 
Right as an hors, that can both byte and pleyne ; 
For he bar hir on honde of trecherye. 
And gwoor he coude hir doublenesse espye. 
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And al was fidsnes that she to liim mente ; 
Thus swoor this theef^ and forth his way he wente. 

Aks ! what herte might enduren hit^ 

For routhe or wo, hir sorow for to telle ? 

Or what man hath the cunning or the wit? 

Or what man might with-in the chamhre dwelle, 

If I to him rehersen shal the helle. 

That suffreth fidr Anelida the quene 

For fals Arcite, that did hir al this tene? 

She wepeth, waileth, swowneth pitously. 
To grounde deed she falleth as a stoon ; 
Al crampissheth hir limes crokedly^ 
She speketh as hir wit were al agoon ; 
Other colour then asshen hath she noon. 
Noon other word she speketh moche or l3rte. 
But ' mercy, cruel herte myn, Arcite ! ' 

And thus endureth, til that she was so mate 
That she ne hath foot on which she may sustene ; 
But forth languisshing ever in this estate. 
Of which Arcite hath nother routhe ne tene ; 
His herte was elles-where, newe and greue. 
That on hir wo ne deyneth him not to thinke. 
Him rekketh never wher she flete or sinke. 

His newe lady holdeth him so narowe 

Up by the brydel, at the staves ende. 

That every word, he dradde hit as an arowe ; 

Hir daunger made him hothe bowe and bende. 

And as hir liste, made him tume or wende ; 

For she ne graunted him in hir livinge 

No grace, why that he hath lust to singe ; 

But drof him forth, unnethe liste hir knowe 
That he was servaunt to hir ladyshippe. 
But lest that he wer proude, she held him lowe ; 
Thus serveth he, withouten fee or shipe. 
She sent him now to londe, now to shippe ; 
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And for she vaf him daunger al his fille^ 
Therfor she had him at hir owne wille. 

Ensample of this, ye thrifty wimmen alle. 

Take here Anelida and fals Arcite, 

That for hir liste him 'dere herte' calle. 

And was so meek, therfor he loved hir lyte ; 

The kinde of mannes herte is to delyte 

In thing that straunge is, also god me save ! 

For what he may not gete, that wolde he have. 

Now tume we to Anelida aseyn. 

That pyneth day by day in languisshing ; 

But whan she saw that hir ne gat no geyn. 

Upon a day, fid sorowfully weping. 

She caste hir for to make a compleyning. 

And with hir owne honde she gan hit wryte ; 

And sente hit to hir Theban knight Arcite. 

The Compleynt of Anelida the quene upon 
¥ALS Arcite 

Proem 

So thirleth with the poynt of remembraunce. 
The swerd of sorowe, v-whet with fals plesaunce, 

Myn herte, bare of blis and blak of hewe. 
That turned is in quaking al my daunce. 
My suretee in a-whaped countenaunce ; 

Sith hit availeth not for to ben trewe ; 

For who-so trewest is, hit shal hir rewe. 
That serveth love and doth hir observaunce 

Alwey to oon, and chaungeth for no newe. 



(Strophe) 

1 

I wot my-self as wel as any w\|t;YiV. ', 

For I loved oon with al my lierte an^ m\^\. 
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More ^LtD waj-mtU, an himdred tlioiiBuid sytlie. 
And called bim a j botes Ijf, m j knight. 
And was al IiiSy as fier as hit was liglit ; 

And whan that he was ^bd, than was I Uythe, 

And his diseee was mj dec th as swythe ; 
And he ayein his tioathe me had plight 

For erer-mofciy his lad j me to kythe. 



2 

Now is he fids, alas ! and caofldes. 
And of my wo he is so nmlheles. 

That with a worde him list not ones deyne 
To bring ayein my sorowfu l herte in pees. 
For be is caogbt op in a-nodier leesL 

Right as bmi list^ be laogheth at my peyne^ 

And I ne can myn herte not restreyne. 
That I ne love him alwey^ neyer-^eJes ; 

And of al this I not to whom me pleyne. 



And Bhal I pleyne — alas ! the harde stoande — 
Un-to my fee that yaf my herte a wounde^ 

And yet desyreth that myn barm be more ? 
Nay^ certes ! farther wol I never founde 
Non other belp^ my sores for to sounde. 

My destinee hath shapen it ful yore ; 

I wil non other medecyne ne lore ; 
1 wil ben ay tber I was ones bounde. 

That 1 have seid^ be seid for ever-more ! 



Alas ! wher is become your gentilesse ! 

Your wordes fulle of plesaunce and humblesse ? 

Your ol)servaunces m so low manere^ 
And your awa3rting and your besinesse 
Upon me, that ye calden your maistresse. 
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Yoor flovcfcjs Uf in this MfUe hse? 
Alas ! aii4 « thcr iMlha- Mil De choe 

Alas! joarWfe,lhfekitaltoicte 

;» 

Novr eertn, svetey ^Oigli ^at fe 

Thus caowics tW cniK ke 

Of m J d«dlf adtenitee. 
Your nnnl J icaoo fldbte it to veapfte 

To slee joor freod^ and mamtij me^ 

That never jet in no dcnee 

Oiended jD«r^ m widy he. 
That al wot, out of wo flij aonle qnjte I 

But for I shewed jow^ Arcite, 

Al that men woUe to me wnrte^ 

And was so hesf ^ jaw to deljti^ 
MThonoiir asre — nefce, Idnde, and free, 

Therfor ye potto on me the wjte. 

And of me leeefae not a mjte, 

Thogh that the swerd of sofow bjte 
My w^fnl herte thioo^ joor cro^tecL 

6 
My swete ioo, why do ye so, for shame? 
And thenke ye that frtrthered he yoor name. 

To lore a newe, and heen ontiewe? nay ! 
And potte yow in sdaando* now and Uame, 
And do to me adrenttee and grsnne, 

Thatloreyow most, god, w^thoawost! alwmy? 

Yet torn ayeyn, and he al ^eyn som day. 
And than shal this that now is mis he game. 

And al for-ytre, whyl that I lire may. 

(AntUirophe) 
1 
Lo ! herte m/n. al this is for to seyne, 
As whether snal I preye or eHes pleyne? 
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Wluehe is tiie wey to doon yow to be tiewe? 
For eiUmr mot I have yow in mj dieyiiey 
Or with the deUie ye mot depvta OS tweyne ; 

Ther ben non o^er mene weyes newe ; 

For god 90 wisly on my soule lewe. 
As verily ye sleoi me with the pejme ; 

That may ye see onfeyned of myn hewe. 

2 
For thus ferfbrth have I my deth y-soght^ 
My-self I mordre with my prevy uioght ; 

For sorow and roathe of your onkindeneeBe 
I wepe^ I wake, I £ute ; al helpeth noght ; 
I wejTve joye that is to epeke of oght, 

I voyde companye, I nee gkdnesse ; 

Who may avannte hir bet of hevinesse 
Then I ? and to this plyte have ye me l»oght, 

Withoate gilt ; me ziedeth no witnesse. 

3 

And sholde I preye, and weyve womanhede ? 
Nay ! rather deth then do so fool a dede. 

And axe mercy gilteles ! what nede ? 
And if I pleyne what lyf that I lede^ 
Yow rekKeth not ; that know I, out of drede ; 

And if I unto yow myn othes bede 

For myn excuse, a scorn shal be my mede ; 
Your chere floureth, but hit wol not sede ; 

Ful longe agoon I oghte have take hede. 

4 
For thogh I hadde yow to-morow SLgeyn, 
I might as wel holde Averill fro reyn. 

As holde yow, to make yow sted&st. 
Almighty god, of trouthe sovereyn, 
Wher is the trouthe of man ? who hath hit sleyn ? 

Who that hem loveth shal hem fynde as &st 

As in a tempest is a roten mast. 
Is that a tame best that is ay feyn 

To renne away, when he is leest agast? 



OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER 291 



Now mercy, swete, if I misseye. 

Have I seyd oglit amis, I preye ? 

I not ; my wit is al aweye. 
I fiire as doth the song of Chaunte-pleure, 

For now I pleyne, and now I pleye, 

I am so mased that I deye, 

.Arcite hath born awey the keye 
Of al my worlde, and my good aventure ! 

For in this worlde nis creature 

Wakinge, in more discomfiture 

Then I, ne more sorow endure ; 
And if I slope a furlong wey or tweye. 

Than thinketh me, that your figure 

Before me stant, clad in asure. 

To profren eft a newe assure 
For to be trewe, and mercy me to preye. 

6 
The longe night this wonder sight I drye. 
And on the &y for this afray I dye. 

And of al this right noght, y-wis, ye recche. 
Ne never mo myn yen two be drye. 
And to your routhe and to your trouthe I crye. 

But welawey ! to fer be they to fecche ; 

Thus holdeth me my destinee a wrecche. 
But me to rede out of this drede or gye 

Ne may my wit, so weyk is hit, not strecche. 

Conclusion 

Than ende I thus, sith I may do no more, 
I yeve hit up for now and ever-more ; 

For I shaf never eft putten in balaunce 
My sekemes, ne leme of love the lore. 
But as the swan, I have herd seyd fid yore, 

Ayeins his deth shal singe in his penaunce. 

So singe I here my destiny or chaunce. 
How that Arcite Anelida so sore 

Hath thirled with the poynt of remembrannce ! 
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The story continued 

Whan that Anelida this woful quene 
Hath of hir hande writen in this wyse. 
With face deed^ hetwixe pale and grene^ 
She fel a-swowe ; and sitn she gan to ryse^ 
And unto Mars avoweth sacrifyse 
With-in the temple^ with a sorowful chere 
That shapen was as ye shal after here. 

(C?H/JnwAed.) 



VIII. CHAUCERS WORDES UNTO ADAM, 
HIS OWNE SCRIVEYN 

Adam scrivejnQ, if ever it thee bifalle 

Boece or Troilus to wryten newe. 

Under thy lokkes then most have the scalle. 

But after my making thou wryte trewe. 

So ofte a daye I mot thy werk renewe. 

Hit to correcte and eek to rubbe and scrape ; 

And al is through thy negligence and rape. 



203 



IX. THE FORMER AGE 

A BLisFUL lyf, a paisible and a swete 
Ledden the peples in the former age ; 
They helde hem payed of frnites^ that they ete^ 
Which that the reldes yave hem by usage ; 
They ne were nat forpampred with outrage ; 
Unlmowen was the quern and eek the m^e ; 
They eten mast^ hawes^ and swich pounage^ 
And dronken water of the colde welle. 

Yit nas the ground nat wounded with the plough^ 
But com up-sprong^ unsowe of mannes hond^ 
The which they gniden^ and eete nat half y-nough. 
No man yit knew the forwes of his lond ; 
No man the fyr out of the flint yit fond ; 
Un-korven and un-grobbed lay the vyne ; 
No man yit in the morter spyces grond 
To clarre^ ne to sause of galantyne. 

No mader^ welde, or wood no litestere 
Ne knew ; the flees was of his former hewe ; 
No flesh ne wiste offence of egge or spere ; 
No coyn ne knew man which was his or trewe ; 
No ship yit karf the wawes grene and blewe ; 
No marcnaunt yit ne fette outlandish ware ; 
No trompes for the werres folk ne knewe^ 
No toures heye, and walles rounde or square. 

What sholde it ban avayled to werreye ? 
Ther lay no profit, ther was no ricbesse. 
But cursed was the tyme, I dar wel seye^ 
That men first dide hir swety bysine 
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To grobbe up metal^ lurkinge in darknesse^ 
And in the riveres first gemmes soghte. 
Alias ! than sprong up sQ the curs^nesse 
Of covet3rse^ tnat first our sorwe broghte ! 

Thise tyraunts putte hem gladly nat in pres^ 
No wildnesse^ ne no busshes for to winne 
Ther poverte is^ as seith Diogenes^ 
Ther as vitaile is eek so skars and thinne 
That noght but mast or apples is ther-inne. 
But^ ther as bagges been and ht vitaile^ 
Ther wol they gon^ and spare for no sinne 
With al hir ost the cite for t'assaile. 

Yit were no paleis-chaumbres^ ne non halles ; 
In caves and in wodes softe and swete 
Slepten this blissed folk with-oute walles^ 
On gras or leves in parfit quiete. 
No doun of fetheres^ ne no bleched shete 
Was kid to hem^ but in seurtee they slepte ; 
Hir hertes were al oon^ with-oute galles^ 
Everich of hem his feith to otiier kepte. 

Unforged was the hauberk and the plate ; 
The lambish peple^ voyd of alle vyce^ 
Hadden no &ntasye to debate^ 
But ech of hem wolde other wel cheryce ; 
No pryde, non envye, non avaryce. 
No lord^ no taylage by no tyrannye ; 
Humblesse and pees^ good feith^ the emperice^ 
Fulfilled erthe of olde curtesye. 

Yit was not Jupiter the likerous^ 

That first was nider of delicacye^ 

Come in this world ; ne Nembrot^ desirous 

To reynen^ had nat maad his toures bye. 

Allas^ alias ! now may men wepe and crye ! 

For in our dayes nis but covetyse 

And doublenesse^ and tresoun and envye^ 

Poysoun^ manslauhtre^ and mordre in sondry wyse. 

Finit Etas prima. Chaucers. 



X. FORTUNE 

Balades de visage sanz peinture 
I. Lb Pleintif gountre Fortune 

This wrecched worldes transmutacioun^ 
As wele or wo^ now povre and now honour^ 
With-outen ordre or wys discrecioim 
Governed is by Fortunes errour ; 
But natheles^ the lak of hir favour 
Ne may nat don me singen^ though I dye^ 
' lay tout perdu mon temps et man labour : ' 
For fynally. Fortune, I thee defye ! 

Yit is me left the light of my resoun^ 

To knowen frend fro fo in thy mirour. 

So muche hath yit thy whirling up and doun 

Y-taught me for to knowen in an hour. 

But trewely, no force of thy reddour 

To him that over him-self hath the maystrye ! 

My suffisaunce shal be my socour : 

For fynally. Fortune, I thee defye ! 

Socrates, thou stedfs^t champioun. 
She never mighte be thy tormentour ; 
Thou never dreddest hir oppressioun, 
Ne in hir chere founde thou no savour. 
Thou knewe wel deceit of hir colour. 
And that hir moste worshipe is to lye. 

1 knowe hir eek a fals dissimulour : 
For fynally. Fortune, I thee defye ! 
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II. La rebpounse de Fortune au Pi«eintif 

No man is wrecched^ but him-self hit wene^ 
And he that hath him-self hath suffisaunce. 
Why seystow thanne I am to thee so kene. 
That hast thy-self out of my govemaunce ? 
Sey thus : ' Graunt mercy of thjna haboundaunce 
That thou hast lent or this. ' Why wolt thou stryve ? 
What wostow yit, how I thee wol avaunce ? 
And eek thou hast thy heste frend alyve ! 

I have thee taught divisioun bi-twene 
Frend of effect^ and frend of countenaunce ; 
Thee nedeth nat the ffalle of noon hyene^ 
That cureth eyen derKe fro hir penaunce ; 
Now seestow cleer^ that were in ignoraunce. 
Yit halt thyn ancre^ and yit thou mayst arryve 
Ther bountee berth the keye of my substaunce : 
And eek thou hast thy beste frend alyve. 

How many have I refused to sustene. 
Sin I thee fostred have in thy plesaunce \ 
Woltow than make a statut on thy queue 
That I shal been ay at thyn ordinaunce ? 
Thou bom art in my regno of variaunce, 
Aboute the wheel with other most thou diyve. 
My lore is bet than wikke is thy grevaunce^ 
And eek thou hast thy beste frend alyve. 



HI. La respounse du Pleintip countre Fortune 

Thy lore I dampne^ hit is adversitee. 
My frend maystow nat reven, blind goddesse ! 
That I thy frendes knowe, I thanke hit thee. 
Tak hem a^yn^ lat hem go lye on presse ! 
The negardye in keping hir richesse 
Prenostik is thou wolt hir tour assayle ; 
Wikke appetyt comth ay before seknesse 
In genera^ this reule may nat fayle. 
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La rbspounse de Fortune oountre im PuBiNnF 

Thou pinchest at my mutabilitee^ 

For I thee lente a drope of my richesse^ 

And now me lyketh to with-drawe me. 

Why sholdestow my realtee oppresse? 

The see may ebbe and flowen more or lesse ; 

The welkne hath might to shyne^ reyne^ or hsyle ; 

Right so mot I kythen my brotekiesse. 

In general^ this reule may nat fiiyle. 

Lo^ th'execucion of the magestee 
That al purveyeth of his rightwisnesse^ 
That same thing ' Fortune clepen ye^ 
Ye blinde best^^ fill of lewednesse ! 
The hevene hath propretee of sikemesse^ 
This world hath ever resteles travayle ; 
Thy laste day is ende of myn intresse : 
In general^ this reule may nat fiiyle. 



Lenvoy de Fortune 

Princes^ I prey you of your gentilesse^ 

Lat nat this man on me thus crye and pleyne^ 

And I shal quyte you your bisinesse 

At my requester as three of you or twejnae ; 

And^ but you list releve him of his pejnae^ 

Preyeth his beste frend^ of his noblesse^ 

That to som beter estat he may attejnae. 



Ewplidt 



XL MERCILES BEAUTE: A TRIPLE 
ROUNDEL 

I. Captivity 

Your yen two wol slee me sodenly^ 

I may the beaute of hem not sustene^ 

So woundeth hit through-out my herte kene. 

And but your word wol helen hastily 
My hertes wounde, whyl that hit is grene^ 
Your y'&n two wol slee me sodenly, 
I may the beauti of hem not mstene. 

Upon my trouthe I sey yow feithfully. 
That ye ben of my lyf and deeth the quene ; 
For with my deeth the trouthe shal be sene. 
Your yen two wol slee me sodenly, 
I may the beauti of hem not sustene, 
So woundeth hit through-ovi my herte kene. 

II. Rejection 

So hath your beaute fro your herte chaced 
Pitee^ that me ne availetn not to pleyne ; 
For Daunger halt your mercy in his cheyne. 

Giltles my deeth thus han ye me purchaced ; 

I sey yow sooth ^ me nedeth not to feyne ; 
So hath your heavtifro your herte chaced 
Pitee, that me ne availeth not to pleyne. 
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Alias ! that nature hath in yow compassed 

So greet beaute^ that no man may atteyne 

To mercy, though he sterve for the peyne. 

So hath your beauU/ro your herie chaced 

PUee, that me ne avaUeth not to pleyne ; 

For Daunger halt your mercy in his cheyne. 



III. Escape 

Sin I fro Love escaped am so ht, 

I never thenk to ben in his prison lene ; 

Sin I am free, I counte him not a bene. 

He may answere, and seye this or that ; 

I do no fors, I speke right as I mene. 
Sin I fro Love escaped am sofaty 
1 never thenk to hen in his prison lene. 

Love hath my name y-strike oat of his sclat. 
And he is strike out of my bokes clene 
For ever-mo ; ther is non other mene. 
Sin I fro Love escaped am sofaty 
I never thenk to hen in his prison lene ; 
Sin I am free y 1 counte him not a bene. 



Explicit, 



XII. TO ROSEMOUNDE. A BALADE 

Madame^ ye ben of al beaute shryne 
As fer as cercled is the mappemounde ; 
For as the cristal glorious ye shyne^ 
And lyke ruby ben your cnekes rounde. 
Therwith ye ben so mery and so jocounde^ 
That at a revel whan that I see you daunce^ 
It is an oynement unto my wounde^ 
Thogh ye to me ne do no daliaunce. 

For thogh I wepe of teres ful a tyne^ 
Yet may that wo myn herte nat confounde ; 
Your seemly voys that ye so smal out-twyne 
Maketh my thoght in joye and blis habounde. 
So curteisly I go, with love bounde. 
That to my-self I sey, in my penaunce, 
Suffyseth me to love you, Rosemounde, 
Thogh ye to me ne do no daliaunce. 

Nas never pyk walwed in galaunt3me 
As I in love am walwed and y-wounde ; 
For which ful ofte I of my-self divyne 
That I am trewe Tristam the secounde. 
My love may not refreyd be nor afounde ; 
I brenne ay in an amorous plesaunce. 
Do what you list, I wil your tbral be founde, 
Thogh ye to me ne do no daliaunce. 

TregerUU. Chaucer, 
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XIII. TRUTH 

BaLADE DE BON OONSEYL 

Flee fro the prees^ and dwelle with sothfastnesse. 
Sujffyce unto thy good^ though hit be smal ; 
For hord hath hate^ and climbing tikelnesse^ 
Frees hath envye^ and wele blent overal ; 
Savour no more than thee bihove shal ; 
Werk wel thy-self, that other folk canst rede ; 
And trouthe shal deliverer hit is no drede. 

Tempest thee noght al croked to redresse^ 
In trust of hir that tumeth as a bal : 
Gret reste stant in litel besinesse ; 
And eek be war to spome ageyn an al ; 
Stryve noght^ as doth the crokke with the wal. 
Daunte thy-self^ that dauntest otheres dede ; 
And trouthe shal delivere^ hit is no drede. 

That thee is sent, receyve in buxumnesse. 
The wrastlinff for this worlde axeth a fal. 
Her nis non hoom, her nis but wildemesse : 
Forth, pilgrim, forth ! Forth, beste, out of thy stal 
Know thy contree, look up, thank Grod of al ; 
Hold the hye wey, and lat thy gost thee lede : 
And trouthe shal delivere, hit is no drede. 
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Envoy 

Therfore, thou vache, leve thyn old wrecchednesse 

Unto the worlde ; leve now to be thral ; 

Crye him mercy^ that of his hy goodnesse 

Made thee of noght, and in especial 

Draw unto him^ and pray in general 

For thee, and eek for other, hevenlich mede ; 

And troutbe shal delivere, hit is no drede. 



Elicit Le ban counseill de G, Chaucer. 



XI\'. GENTILESSE 

MoKAL Baij^hw of Chaucer 

TkK irste stok, fiidor of gentilease — 

^llAt Bun tbftt clft3riiirth gentil for to be^ 

Most lolowo his tiwot, mod alle his wittes dresse 

Verlu to sew«, mnd vyoes for to flee. 

For unto mta longedi dignhee. 

And nogilit the reTors, sumy dar I deme^ 

Al wwre lie mrtre^ croime^ or diademe. 

This firsto slok was fnl of rightwisnesae^ 
Trewe of hb word^ aolire, pitous^ and free, 
Clene of his groste, and loved besinesse^ 
Ageiust the >Toe of slouthe^ in honestee ; 
And, but his heir love ^^ertu, as dide he^ 
He is noeht gentil^ thogrh he riche seme^ 
Al were he mytrey croune^ or diademe. 

Vyce may wel be heir to old richesse ; 

But ther may no man, as men may wel see, 

Bequethe his heir his vertuous noblesse 

That is appropred unto no degree. 

But to the firste &der in magestee. 

That maketh him his heir, that can him queme, 

Al were he mytre, croune, or diademe. 



:3J(A 



XV. LAK OF STEDFASTNESSE 



BaIiADE 

SoM tyme this world was so stedfast and stable^ 
That mannes word was obligacioun^ 
And now hit is so &ls and deceivable^ 
That word and deed^ as in conclusioun^ 
Ben no-thing Ijk, for turned up so doun 
Is al this world for mede and wilfulnesses 
That al is lost for lak of stedfastnesse. 

What maketh this world to be so variable^ 
But lust that folk have in dissensioun ? 
Among us now a man is holde unable^ 
But-if ne can^ by som coUusioun^ 
Don his neighbour wrong or oppressioun. 
What causeth this^ but wilM wrecchednesse^ 
That al is lost^ for lak of stedfetstnesse ? 

Trouthe is put doun^ resoun is holden &ble ; 

Vertu hath now no dominacioun. 

Pitee exyled^ no man is merciable. 

Through covetvse is blent discrecioun ; 

The world hatn mad a permutacioun 

Fro right to wrongs fro trouthe to fikelnesse^ 

That al is lost^ for lak of stedfastnesse. 
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Lenvoy to Kino Richabd 

O prince^ desyre to be honourable^ 

Cherish thv folk and hate extorcioun ! 

Suffre no things that may be reprevable 

To thyn estate don in thy regioun. 

Shew forth thy swerd of castigacioan^ 

Dred God^ do law^ love trouthe and worthinesses 

And wed thy folk agein to stedfEutnesse. 



Ea^phcU. 



:VI. LENVOY DE CHAUCER A SCOGAN 

To-broken been the statuts hye in hevene 

That creat were eternally to dure, 

Sith that J see the brighte goddes sevene 

Mow wepe and wayle, and passioun endure. 

As may in erthe a mortal creature. 

Alias, fro whennes may this thing precede ? 

Of whiche errour I deye almost for drede. 

By worde eteme whylom was hit shape 
That fro the fifte cercle, in no manere, 
Ne mighte a drope of teres doun escape. 
But now so wepeth Venus in hir spere. 
That with hir teres she wol drenche us here. 
Alias, Scogan ! this is for thyn offence ! 
Thou causest this deluge of pestilence. 

Hast thou not seyd, in blaspheme of this goddes. 
Through pryde, or through thy grete rakelnesse, 
Swich thing as in the lawe of love forbode is ? 
That, for thy lady saw nat thy distresse, 
Theifor thou yave hir up at Michelmesse ! 
Alias, Scogan ! of olde folk ne yon^e 
Was never erst Scogan blamed for his tonge ! 

Thou drowe in scorn Cupyde eek to record 
Of thilke rebel word that thou hast spoken. 
For which he wol no lender be thy lord. 
And, Scogan, thogh his bowe be nat broken. 
He wol nat with his arwes been y-wroken 
On thee, ne me, ne noon of our figure ; 
We shul of him have neyther hurt ne cure. 
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Now oertes^ frend^ I drede of thyn imhappe^ 
Lest for thy gilt the wreche of Love procede 
On alle hem that ben hore and roiinde of shape^ 
That ben so lykly folk in love to spede. 
Than shnl we for our labour han no mede ; 
But wel I wot^ thou wilt answere and seve : 
' Lo ! olde Gnsel list to ryme and pleye V 

Nay^ Scogan^ sev not so^ for I m'ezcnse^ 
God help me so ! in no rym^ douteleea^ 
Ne thinKe I never of aLepe wak my muse^ 
That rusteth in my shethe stiUe in pees. 
Whyl 1 was yong^ I putte hir forth in prees^ 
But al shal passe that men prose or ryme ; 
Take every man his tum^ as for his ^me. 

Envoy 

Scogan^ that knelest at the stremes heed ^ 

Of grace^ of alle honour and worthinesses 

In m ende of which streme ^ I am dul as deed^ 

Forgete in solitarie wildemesse ; 

Yet^ Scogan^ thenke on Tullius kindenesse^ 

Minue thy frend^ ther it may fhictifye ! 

Far-wel^ and lok thou never eft Love defye ! 

1 Le. Windesore. ^ Le. Orenewich. 



XVII. LENVOY DE CHAUCER A BUKTON 

The GOUNSEiii op Chaucer touching Mariaoe^ 

WHICH WAS SENT TO BuKTON 

My maister Bukton^ whan of Criste our kinge 
Was axed^ what is trouthe or sothfastnesse^ 
He nat a word answerde to that axinge^ 
As who saith : ^ no man is al trewe^' I gesse. 
And therfor^ thogh I highte to expresse 
The sorwe and wo that is in mariage^ 
I dar not wryte of hit no wikkednesse^ 
Lest I my-self falle eft in swich dotage. 

I wol nat seyn^ how that hit is the cheyne 
Of Sathanas^ on which he gnaweth ever^ 
But I dar seyn^ were he out of his peyne. 
As hy his wille, he wolde be hounde never. 
But thilke doted fool that eft hath lever 
Y-cheyned be than out of prisoun crepe, 
God lete him never fro his wo dissever, 
Ne no man him bewayle, though he wepe. 

But yit, lest thou do worse, tak a wyf ; 
Bet IS to wedde, than brenne in worse wyse. 
But thou shalt have sorwe on thy flesh, uiy lyf. 
And been thy wyves thral, as seyn these wyse ; 
And if that holy writ may nat sufiyse. 
Experience shal thee teche, so may happe. 
That thee were lever to be take in Fryse 
Than eft to falle of wedding in the trappe. 
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Envoy 

This litel writ^ proverbes^ or figure 
I sende you^ tak kepe of hit, I rede : 
Unwys is he that can no wele endure. 
If thou be siker, put thee nat in drede. 
The Wyf of Bathe I pray you that ye rede 
Of this matere that we have on honde. 
God graunte you your lyf frely to lede 
In fredom ; for fiu hard is to be bonde. 



EapUcU. 



XVIII. THE COMPLEYNT OF VENUS 

I. {The Loijer's foorthiness,) 

Theb nis 80 hy comfort to my plesaunce^ 
Whan that I am in any hevinesse^ 
As for to have leyser of remembraunce 
Upon the manhod and the worthinesses 
Upon the trouthe^ and on the stediastnesse 
Of him whos I am al^ whyl I may dure ; 
Ther oghte blame me no creature^ 
For every wight preiseth his gentilesse. 

In him is bountee^ wisdom^ governaunce 
Wei more than any mannes wit can gesse ; 
For grace hath wold so ferforth him avaunce 
That of knighthode he is parfit richesse. 
Honour honoureth him for his noblesse ; 
Therto so wel hath formed him Nature, 
That I am his for ever^ I him assure, 
For every wight preiseth his gentilesse. 

And not-withstanding al his suffisaunce. 
His gentil herte is of so greet humblesse 
To me in worde, in werke, in contenaunce, 
And me to serve is al his besinesse. 
That I am set in verrey sikemessa 
Thus oghte I blesse wel myn aventure, 
Sith that him list me serven and honoure ; 
For every wight preiseth his gentilesse. 
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IL {Diaquietude caused bg Jmimigjf^y 




Now certeSj Lov^j hit is rigbt covemftMe 
Tliat meu ful dere bye thy Dobia thlng'^ 
Ab wake a-bedde^ and festen at the tMtg 
WepiDg to lau^be^ and aing^'iD compleynii^ 
And doan to caete Ti^ge and lokin^j 
Often to cbautigen bewe and contanaEince^ 
Fleyne in al aping', and dremen at tbe daimcej 
Al the fevers of any glad felijig. 

Jalousye be banged by a cable 1 
She wolde al know e through hir e^yin^ ; 
Tber doth no wtfrht no-tbing so resooaMe, 
Tbat al ni& harm in hir imag^nin§r^ 
Thus dere a bought is lovc^j in yeving, 
Whicb ofte ye yiveth witb-oute ordlnauncej 
As ^row ynQghj and Htel of plesaunoe;, 
Al the reven of any glad feling, 

A litel tytne bis yift h agreshle^ 
But ful encomberoua is the usrng^ ; 
For sotel Jalousyej tbe deceyvablej 
Ful often-tyme caussetb deatourbing. 
Thus be we ever in drede and suffering. 
In noiincerteyn we !anguis&be in penaunce. 
And han iul often many an bard mesabaunce J 
Al the revers of any glad feling. 



III. (SQtiJ^ciimi in Consianc^,) 

But certea, Love^ I aey nat in such wjse 
That for t'eecape out of your lac© I mente ; 
For I so ion ge nave been in your servys© 
Tbat for to fete of wol I never assente ; 
No force thogh Jalousye me tormeote ; 
Buffycetb me to see him whan I may, 
* id th erf ore certes, to myn eoding-day 
love him best ne ahal I never repente. 
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And certes^ Love^ whan I me wel avyse 

On any estat that man may represente. 

Than have ye maked me, through your franchyse^ 

Chese the llest that ever on erthe wente. 

Now love wel, herte, and look thou never stente ; 

And let the jelous putte hit in assay 

That, for no peyne wol I nat sey nay ; 

To love him host ne shal I never repente. 

Herte, to thee hit oghte y-nogh suffyse 
That Love so hy a grace to thee sente. 
To chese the worthiest in alle wyse 
And most agreable unto myn entente. 
Seche no ferther, neyther wey ne wente, 
Sith I have suffisaunce unto my pay. 
Thus wol I ende this compleynt or lay ; 
To love him best ne shal I never repente. 

Lbnvoy 

Princess, receyveth this compleynt in gree. 
Unto your excellent benignitee 

Direct after my litel suffisaunce. 
For eld, that in my spirit dulleth me. 
Hath of end3rting al the soteltee 

Wel ny bereft out of my remembraunce ; 

And eek to me hit is a greet penaunce, 
Sith rym in English hath swich scarsitee, 
To folowe word by word the curiositee 

Of Graunson, flour of hem that make in Fraunce. 



XIX. THE COMPLEINT OF CHAUCER TO 
HIS EMPTY PURSE 

To you^ my purse^ and to non other wight 
Compleyne 1^ for ye be my lady dere ! 
I am so sory^ now that ye be light ; 
For certes^ but ye make me hevy chore. 
Me were as leef be leyd up-on my bere ; 
For whiche un-to your mercy thus I crye : 
Beth hevy ageyn^ or elles mot I dye ! 

Now voucheth sauf this day^ or hit be night. 
That I of you the blisfiil soun may here. 
Or see your colour lyk the sonne bright. 
That of yelownesse hadde never pere. 
Ye be my lyf, ye be myn hertes store, 
Quene of comfort and of good companye : 
Beth hevy ageyn, or elles mot I dye ! 

Now purs, that be to me my lyves light. 
And saveour, as doun in this worlde here, 
Out of this toune help me through your might, 
Sin that ye wole nat been my tresorere ; 
For I am shave as nye as any frere. 
But yit I pray un-to your curtesye : 
Beth hevy ageyn, or elles mot I dye ! 

Lenvoy de Chaucer 

O conquerour of Brutes Albioun ! 
^Vhich that by lyne and free eleccioun 
Ben verray king, this song to you I sonde ; 
And ye, that mowen al our harm amende. 
Have minde up-on my supplicacioun ! 



XX. PROVERBS 

Proverbe of Chaucer 
I 

What shul thise clothes many-fold^ 
Lo ! this hote somers day ? — 

After greet heet cometh cold ; 
No man caste his pilche away. 

II 

Of al this world the wyde compas 
Hit wol not in myn armes tweyne. 

Who-80 mochel wol embrace 
Litel therof he shal distreyne. 
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So hath my herte caught in remen 
Your beaute hool^ aud sted&Bt go^ 

Your vertues alle, and your hy i 
That you to serve is set al my plefl 
So wel me lykth your womEinly eo 

Your fresshe fetures and your c< 

That, why! 1 livCj my herte to h 
You. hath ful chofle, in trew pera^v 

Never to chaunge^ for no manar 

And sith I you shal do this obsarvj 
Al my lyfj withouten displesaunce 

You for to serve with al my besi 
Taketh me, lady^ in your obeisaun 
And have me aomwhat in your sou 

My woful herte suffreth greet di 

And loke how humblely^ with al 
My wil I conforme to your orde 

Ab you best liatj my peynes f 

Considring eek how 1 hange in 
In your servyue ; swich, lo ! 13 mj 
Abyding grace, whan that your 
Of my gret wo list dooti alle^eami 
And with vout p\te m^^ ^^a — — 
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In fill rebating of my hevinesse ; 
And think resoun^ that wommanly noblesse 
Shuld nat desyre for to doon outrance 
Ther-as she findeth noon unbuxumnesse. 

Lbnvoye 

Auctour of norture^ lady of plesaunce, 

Soveraine of beaute^ flour of wommanhede. 

Take ye non hede unto myn ignoraunce^ 
But this receyveth of your goodlihede. 

Thinking that 1 have caught in remembraunce 

Your beaute hool^ your sted&st govemaunce. 



END OF vox*, z 



